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POPULACE | 
nn Op 


Choice : 
Her over-greedy Love has farkrized 
es A Habit en giddy y and unſure | 
Has he that builds upon the Vulgars 
Hearts. 
O thou fond Many with what loud A lauſe, | 
Didſt thou beat Heav'n with bleſſing Bullinbroke ! / ' 
Before he was what thou wouldſt have him be? * 
But being trim'd up in thy own Deſires, | 
Thou beaſtly Feeder art ſo full of him, 
That thou provok'ſ thyſelf to caſt him up! 
So, ſo, thou common Dog, didſt thou diſgorge 
Thy glutton Boſom, of the royal Richard, 
And r Vomit up, 
Vor. III. B 


o 


9 Brav rie of 


Abd how llt to find it. What Truſt is in theſe Times ? 
They, that-when Richard 9 would have him die, 
Are now become enamourd of his Grave. 
| Thou, tlrat threwꝰſt Duſt his ſacred Head, 
When chrob proud Z#n#n, lie came ſighing on 
After th' admired Heels of 3 
Cry'ſt now, O Earth! yield us that King again, 
And take thou this! 


SHAKESPEAR's Henry IV. 


The Publick%is the Lees of vulgar Slaves: 
Slaves, with tlie Minds of Slaves: So born, ſo bred; 
Vet ſuch as theſe, united in a Herd, 
| Are call'd the Publick ! Millions of ſuch Cyphers 
* Make up the publick Sum: An Eagle's Lite 
> . Is worth a World of Crows. Are Princes made 
For ſuch as theſe ? who, were one Soul extracted 
| From all their Beings,” could not raiſe a Man? 
SHAKESPEAR's Troilus and Creſſida. 


Yet what are Princes, but for ſuch as theſe ? 


, *Tis Adoration, ſome ſay, makes a God: 
And who ſhould pay it? Where would be their Altars, 
Mere no inferior Creatures here on Earth? 
Ev'n hal who ſerve, * — — ces, 
Degrees P Happineſs, which muſt fare 

Or they'll refuſe to ſerve. Bid. 


Diſſentious Rogues, 
That rubbing the poor Itch of your Opinions, 
Make yourſelves Seabs. 
That like not Peace nor War: The one afrights you, 
The other males von proud. 
( - Who delerves Greatneſs, 
Deſerves ybur-Hate. ee 
A ſick Man's Appetite, Who 
pon would: encreſe his oy 15 9271 
| n Favoits, ſwims with Fins A 
=_ +37 23 a GHAKESPEAR) 5 wy 
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See where their baſeſt M-ttle be not mod, 4 
They vaniſh —_— in their Gailtineſs 
SHAKESPEAR's Julius Ceſar, 


"Tl about 
And drive away the Vulgar algar from — | AY 
Theſe growing Feathers plutkt from Cz/arF's Wing 
Will 4 him fly an — Pitch, « 
Who elſe would ar above the View of Men, 
And keep us all in ſervile F carfulneſs, | id. 


The Vulgar,. reh animened Clod, 
Neer pleas'd with She above them, Prince or God, 
% Dzxvun's Aurenggebe... 


Empire l thou poor and deſpicable Thi = 
When ſuch as dale anmake or make a * 
Daxvp ex's Conqueſt of 
The People like a headlong Torrent 80, A 
And every they break or overflow: 
But unoppol'd, —— -{ 5+ - 
Or wind in Volumes to their former Courſe, - © © 


Their Fright to no Perfaafiohs wilt give Bat, © © 
There's a deaf Madnefs in a 2 85 5 row 


| | Theſe Slaves, 
Theſe — Brates, that bellow thus for Brev- 
Oh ! how they run beſbre tlie H ad of Boy's, 7 


Flying for Shelter. in 


Like cowardly featfub Sheep, they dun take 1 
When the Wolf 's out and forckis 


Or Wr Cain 


Th Rakble round: the Man 0 
And liſten ago Mouths. n ** 


i." Gün | 
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Some tell, ſome hear, ſome judge of News, ſome make it, | 
And he that lies moſt loud is moſt believ'd. 
DxypeN's Spaniſh Friar. 


| I "EA no Taſte 

Of popular Applauſe : The noiſy Praiſe 
Of giddy Crowds as changeable as Winds ; 
Still vehement, and ſtil] without a Cauſe : 
Servants to Chance, and blowin in the Tide 


Of ſwoln Succeſs ; but vering with the Ebb 


It leaves the Channel dry. | I bid. 
Baſe mongrel Souls fleſh * em but once with For- 
tune, 


And they will worry Royalty to Death! 
But if ſome crabbed Virtue turn and pinch them, 
They'll run, and yelp, and clap their Tails | 
Like Curs, betwixt their Legs, and howl for Mercy. 
| LE“ s Duke of Guiſe. 


The Crowd to reſtleſs Motion ftill inclin'd, 
Are Clouds, that rack according to the Wind; 
Driv'n by their Chiefs, they Storms of Hailſtones pour, 
Then mourn and foften to a filent Show'r. 


$ - Luxx Maſſacre of Paris. 


The Genius of your Moors is Mutiny: 
They ſcarcely want a Guide to move their Madneſs : 
Prompt to rebel on e'ery weak Pretence ; 
Bluring when eourted, crouching when oppreſs'd ; 
Wiſe to themſelves, and Fools to all the World; 
Reſtleſs in Change, and perjur'd to 'a Proverb ! 
They love Religion ſweeten'd to the Senſe ; 
A good, luxurious, palatable Faith! 
Thus Vice and Godlineſs, prepoſt'rous Pair, 
Ride Cheek by Jowl: But ene hold the Reins; 
And whene'er Kings would lower Clergy-Greatneſs, 


They'll 


: 
— 
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They Il learn too late what Pow'r the Preachers have, 


And whole the Subjects are. 
| Dzxypen's Don Sebaſtian. 


The Scum 


That ** utmoſt, when the N ation 2 Bid 


The Streets are thicker in \ this Noon of Night 
Than at the mid-day Sun: A drowzy Horror 

Sits on their Eyes, like Fear not well awake ; 

All crowd in Heaps, as at 4 Night s Alarm, 

The Bees drive out upon each other's Backe, 

J imboſs their Hives in Eluſters; 4 All aſk * >. 
Their buſy Captain runs the weary Round, 

To whiſper Orders; and commanding Silen 
Makes not Noiſe ceaſe, but deafens it to FN 


| Obſerve the Mountain Billows of the Mann 
Blown by the Winds into a raging Storm: 
Bruſh off thoſe: Winds, and the high Waves 7 
Into their quiet, firſt. created Calm tu. 
Such is the Rage of buſy bluſt ring Crowds, *. 
Tormented by th' Ambition of the Great: 
Cut off the Cauſes, and th! Effects will ceaſe, 
And all the money Magnet fall to Peace. 

| Dxvven's Cleomener, 


_ The unthinking Crowd 
Are govern n'd only by their Ears and yes. 
JonnsoN's Sultaneſe. 


* The Multitude unawed is inſolent ; ; 
Once ſeized with Fear, contemptible and vain. 


\ MALLET's x rv ol 


| * The pliant; Populace;) + + + 
Thoſe Dupes of Novelty, will bend before us | 
. Okters to a ane MILLER « Mahomt. 
| B 3 The 
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The ſtrong Report of Artbur's Death has worſe 
Effection them than on the common Sort? 
The. Vulgar only ſhake their cautious Heads, 
Or whiſper in the Ear, wiſely ſuſpicious, 
Griping the Hearer's Wriſt—who ſtarts—and ſtops — 
With wrinkled Brows—and Shrugs—and rolling Eyes! + 
As if his Life depended on his Secrecy ! Ps NEED 
I ſaw a Smith ſtand with his Hammer thus! 
Who, while his Iron on the Anvil cool'd, © © 
With open Mouth ſwallowed a Taylor's News! 
Of thouſands more of Frenchmen pouring on 
Our Coaſts, in dreadful March of Pire and Sword I 
Another lean, unwaſtied Artificer - | 
Cuts of his Tale, and talks of 4-:bur's Death 


CISBZZ'“T King Jobs. 
POPULAR. 


All Tongues ſpeak of him, and the- bleared Sights 
Are ſpectacl d to ſee him. Your prattling Nurſe 
Into a Rapture lets her Baby cry, 

While ſhe chats him: The Kitehin-Malkiy pins 
Her richeſt Lockram bout -her-reeky Neck, 
Clamb'ring the Walls to ſee him: 
Stalls, Bulks; Windows are ſmother' d up, 
Leads fill'd, and Ridges hors d. 
J have ſeen the Dumb throng to ſee him, a 
And the Blind to bear him ſpeak, The Nobles bended 
As to Joe's Statue; and the Commons made | 
A Thunder and 'Show'r with their Caps and Shouts, 

|  SHAKESPEAR's Coriolanus, 


All Natiens:bow. their Heads with Homage down, 
And kiſs the Peet of this exalted Man: | 
The Name, the Shout, the Blaſt from e'ery Mouth 
Is Alexander Alexander barks 
Your Cheeks; and with a Crack ſo loud 
It drowas the Voice of Heav'n! Like Wan 

e 
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The Earth's Commanders.fawn, and follow him: 
Mankind ſtarts up to hear his Blaſphemy; 

And if this Hunter of the barb'rous. World 

But wind himſelf a God, you echo him 

With ange 1 Lzz's Alexander, 


Triumphant Brutus, 

Like Fove, wie follow'd by a Train of Gods, 

To mingle with the Fates, and doom the World, 
Aſcends the brazen Steps o'th* Capitol, | 

With all the bumming Senate at his Heels: 

| While you are but the Ape, the mimic God 

Of chis bew Thund'rer, who appropriates 

' Thoſe Bolts of Pow'r which ought to be g. vided 4 * 
Now, by the Gods ! I hate this upſtart Pride, 

His abject Soul, that ſtoops to court the Vulgar 

His Scorn of Princes, and his Laſt: ta th Pecglal 

O Collating,/- have hat- Eyes ted hm); 
Why age pere bat to, ſet off; his Hou 

A Taper by the, Sun, 'whoſefickly, Beam 

Are ſwallowed an che- Blase of has full. Glory: . 
He like a Metear, waden ih Abyſs.of En, 
While your faint; Lʒuſtre adds but to the Beard. £ 
That awes the World; When lager thraggh. Pome he | 


paſs d, 
Fix'd on his Courſer, mark d you. how he bow'd 
On this, on that Side, to the gazing Heads, 
That pav d the Streets, and all imboſs d the Windows 3 
That gap'd with rnels to ſpeak, but could not. 
So faſt their Spirits d to Admiration, | 
And that to. = which thus at laſt broke forth: 
Brutus Gad Brutus / Father of thy Country 
Hail. Genius, Hail! Deliv'rer pe or” Rong ! 
Shield of che Commonwealth, aud Sword. of Juſtice! 
Hail, S of T'yzaus || Laſk of lawleſs Kings! 
All Hail): 6 yd while the long Peal of Praiſes, 
Tormented with a thouſand echoing Cries, 
Ran like the Volley of the Gods alo 
But when yay follow'd, W 1 thei 3 Bodies, 


9 
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That ventur'd from the Caſements more than Half. 

To look at Brutus? nay, that ſtuck like Snails 

Upon the Walls, and from the Houſes Tops 

Hung down, like cluſt'ring Bees upon each other? 

How did they all draw back at Sight of you, | 

To laze, and loll, and yawn, and reſt from Rapture! 
LEE's Lucius Funius Brutus. 


The People rend the Skies with loud Applauſe, 
And Heav'n can hear no other Name but yours! 
The thronging Crowds preſs on you as you paſs, 


And with their eager Joy make Triumph flow ! 
Dzvypen': Spanihh Friar. 


I ſee you court the Crowd, 
When with the Shouts of the rebellious Rabble 
I ſee-you born on Shoulders to Cabals ; 
Where you all plot the royal Henry's Death; 
Cloud the majeſtick Name with Fumes of Wine ; 
Infamous Scrowls, and treaſonable Verſe! 
While, on the other Side, the Name of Guiſe, 
By the whole Kennel of the Slaves is rung : 
Pamphleteers, Ballad-mongers, fing your Ruin, 
While all the Vermin of the vile Parifans 
Toſs up their greaſy Caps, where'er you paſs, 
And hurl your dirty Glories in your Face, 
By Heav'n ! I'd earth myſelf, 
Rather than live to act ſuch black Ambition 
But, Oh! you ſeek it with your Smiles and Bows, 
This Side, and that Side, cringing to the Crowd! 
You have your Writers too that chaunt your Battles ; 
That ſtile you the new David] ſecond Moſes / 
Prop of the Church ! Deliv'rer of the People ! 
Thus, from the City as from the Heart, they ſpread 
'Thro? all the Provinces, alarm the Countries, 


Where they run forth in Heaps bellowing your Wonders 
Dr yDeN's Duke Guiſe. 


POVERTY, 


the ENGLISH STAGE @ 
POVERTY. # $4 


O reaſon not the Need, our baſeſt Beggars 
Are in the pooreſt Thing ſuperfluous ; | 
Allow not Nature more than Nature needs, { 
Man's Life is cheap as Beaſts. Thou art a Lady, 
If only to go warm, were gorgeous, 
Why, Nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'ſt, 
Which ſcarcely keep'ſt thee warm. 
SHAKESPEAR's King Lear. 


Thro' tatter'd Cloaths great Vices ſtrait appear ; 
Robes and 7235 Gowns hide all : Place Sins with | 

Go { 

And the ſtrong Law of Juſtice hurtleſs breaks; 

Arm it in Rags, and Pigmy Straws do, plerce it. 


757d. 


Wealthy Men, that have Eſtates to loſe, 
Whoſe conſcious Thoughts 
Are full of 'inyard Gwlt, may ſhake with Homers 
To have their Actions ſifted, or appear 
Before their Judge : But the Poor, that know them- 
ſelves 
As innnocent as poor, that have no Fleece 
On which the“ Talons of the griping Law. 
Can take ſure Hold, may ſmile with Scorn on all 
That can * * n. them. 


BraUMonT's s Spani/o Crate: | 


Want whets the Wit, tis true; but Wit not bleſt 
With Fortune's Aid, makes Beggars at the beſt : 
Wit is hot fed, but ſharpe n'd with Applauſe; 

For Wealth is ſolid F vat but Wit is — Sauce. 
Dxrpx' Love Triumphant. 


Are all my Services forgot? This Morn, 
This ſplendid Morn beheld me firſt of Men, 
Bleſt 2 applauded as my Chariot drove, 


Bs Ang 
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And by my Glories-Cz2/as. was obſcur'd ! 
And now, the Day not yet obſcur'd, behold 
Me laſt of Men, abandond and deſpis d 
O why is Man compos'd of ſuch vile Stuff! 
| Reduc'd at once to Beggary:— Hard Fate! 
Who now will ope their hoſpitable Doors, 
And ſhelter Bel/i/arius from the Cold? 
Who flake his Thirſt, who ſpread the friendly. Board 
To give the famiſh'd Belſarius Food | 
Or with an 06s/a: relieve: his Wants 
| PalL1ps's, Beliſarius. 


POWER. 


I doubt ſhe is fo fluſh'd with the vaſt Views 
Of Power, and the exalted Heights ſhe has gain'd, 
{ar like n in her Pride, 
And warm, e for the glorious; 
She will deſpiſe che ifa F — N 
Nor liſten to to the Voice that us d to guide her. 
Nr Thumiſtaclis. 


power ! *tis the fav 'rite Attribute of Gods, 
Who look with Smiles on Men, who can A 
To copy them — MazTYn's Timoiton, 


The Power to give creates: us oſt our Foes: 
Where many ſeek for Favour, ſew oan find it: 
Each thinles he merits all that he can aſk ; 

And, diſappointed, wonders at Repulſe ; _ 
Wonders awhile, and then fits down in Hate. 
| FRO WDB“ Pihl. 


| . . Say, what is Power? 

The vain Rxtent of: Title and of Land; 

The barbarous Impulſe to th' inſulting Wretch, 

To uſe his Fellow creature like a. Slave, 

The Woman's Idol, and the Man's Misfortune, 
As it too often robs. him of Humanity. | 


This | 
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This, is_the. worſt: Degree--Bebold;the beſt. 42d 25 
And now tis lovely the: R of Wrong, 
Hunger's Repaſt andthe large Draught of Thirſt, | 


The poor Man's Riches, and the rich Mo s Wealth, 


When thus, d nrnrnes, 
_ been King Chal Is 
I. 9 92 5 
But the nice Conduct of ano 


Naobar s rh Faſo 


*. Power is a Curſe.when in a Tyrant's Hands, 

But in a Bigot Tyrants—treble 915 

16. 117 | Mitgtn" Mabe, . 
The slave to Powers 

Still. warn a lian Feng. Danse 


PRAISE. | 


8 Subj ects of Praiſe, the lader: tha ey my . 
Are the leſs grateful to a virtuqus E 4 1 
The Meritorious holds within Roſas * „n 
His ſole Reward; the W 1 ap raves, it d 
And leaves th unletter'd F ealth and 4 
areas 5 andre. 


IP 


7 | *. My poydup] * 
Like yours, is open to the Charms. of Prof | 
There is no Joy beyond it, when the Mid 
8 him who hears it, can with 3 Pride 
onfeſs It } en to us M 
TR W Wale Nabe 


Warren wk 
* wrkgt Myc N 


l ben 
dae are ene Abe bn een ee 
They ſend eo Hess 'n, but drive us from their per 
11 ö cba 9 
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My Words fly up, my Thoughts remain below, 
Words without Thoughts never to Heaven go. ; 
11.” BEE SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet. 
f 7 | His pure Thoughts were born 
Like Fumes of ſacred Incenſe o'er the Clouds, 
And wafted thence on Angels Wings, thro' Ways 


Of Light, to the bright Source of all. 
"Is _ Concreve's Mourning Bride. 


Oh, gracious Heaven ! ſupport a Woman's 
| eakneſs: . 5 
And, what my Heart, yet panting, fails to utter, 
Take, from = Soul's touch'd Senſe, and make my 
ray r. | | 
You-are too great for Thanks! too*%good for Duty! 
HILL“ Merope. 


PREPOSSESSION. 


* Let us not give deluded Mortals Leiſure 
By Reaſon to diſperſe the myſtic Gloom 
We've caſt about us. —Prepoſſeflion, Friend, 
Reigns Monarch of the Million. 
bo red Od Mi1LLEtRr's Mabomet. 


© Barb'rous Prejudice with Yoke of Iron 
Weighs down thy Reaſon, warps thy honeſt Soul, 
And turns; thy Actions counter to thy Wer N 


1 


DR E D ESTINATION. 


The Gods foreſaw it, and forbad his Being 
Before he yet was born; I broke their Laws, 
And cloath'd with Fleſh-his pre-exiſting Soul ; 
Some kinder Power too weak for Deſtiny, 
Took Pity, and.endu'd this new-form'd Maſs, D 


With Temp rance, Juſtice, Prudence, Fortitude, 1 | 
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And every kingly Virtue, but in vain. | 
For Fate, that ſent him hood-wink'd to the World, 
Perform'd | its Work by his miſtaking Hand. 


| DarDzx's Oedipus, 
S1 - RESERVATION. 


What Courage . could to Death conſent, 
And not, by Ma. firſt, the Blow prevent ? 


Dzxvypan's Aurengzebe.. 


Self-preſervation is the firſt of Laws ; 
And if, when Subjects are oppreſs'd by Kings, 
They juſtify Rebellion by that Law, 
As well may Monarchs turn the Edge of Right 
o cut for Ge when Self- defence requires it. 
DzxyDENn's Spaniſh Friar. 


When Force invades the Gift of Nature Life, 
The eldeſt Law of Nature bids defend : 
And if, in that Defence, a Tyrant fall, 
His Death's his Crime, not ours. = | 
DzYDeN's Dov'Sehoftion: 4 
* Self. preſervation s Heaven's eldeſt Law. 
Impreſt upon our Nature with our Life, 
In Characters indelible. - Who ſhrinks | 
From this great Cauſe is wanting to his Reaſon : 
But when our Honour is traduc'd and ſtab'd at, 7 
"Tis Virtue, tis heroic Fortitude, | 
Then to encounter Violence with Force. | wat" | 
| Marrzr' 7 Muſtagha: - 


PRIDE. 


The Snarler Pride 
Placd by a Mirror, ſtarts, and barks, and bites, | 
e OO © JRFFREYS's Edwin, 


| * ' 
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Alas, Philatas, thy imperious Soul 

That hardly bears. Competitors. in Glory, 

Not ev'n thy Maſter's. ſelf, at length undaes thee, 
His Favour's-loſt, thy Safety once, and Pride; 

His gentle Temper, which long ſtood the Trial, 
Broke by thy o'erſtretch'd Pride, and haughty Bearing, 
Experienc'd Archers ſend their Shafts with Eaſe, 
And, lightly drawing, drive them as they pleaſe : 
But when ſome more robuſt; ſome ruder Swain, 

The diſtant Horns of: the tough Yew wou'd ſtrain 
Beyond their Pitch, immoderate Strength ta ſhew, 
Harſh jars, the String, in Shivers flies the Bow. 
FrownE's Philstas. 


* I once imagin'd I was, more than Map ; 5 
Heav'n has for this in Anger caſt me down, * 
To prove that N the Gift of Gods: 

That they to Man Good and 111 diſpenſe; 
That Life and Death, that Poverty and Wealth, 
Are not of human Choice, but f. ring from Jove: 
Hear but a late Example of his PW-r 
'Th'. Hrias King, proud, Monarch of the Fay, 
That ſpread his Conqueſts over half the Globe, 
Made ſcepter d Princes as his Vaſſals wait, | 
Their proſtrate Necks the Footſtool of his Throne, 
His Light of Reaſon now entirely loſt, | 
Leads in the Woods his Life among the Brutes; 
The Graſs his Food, the Dews of Heav'n his Drink, 
And ſeems a Monument of Wrath. divine, l 
Becauſe he proudly thought himſelf a God. 


Tracr's Periander. 
- PRIEST. % Reason. 
Do not, as ſome ungracious Paſtors db, | 
| Shew me the ſt ks "thorny. Way to Heav'n, . 
Whiles like a puft and. reckleſs Libertine, | 
Himſelf 
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Himſelf the Primroſe Path of Dalliance treads, / 
And reeks not his own Reed: fe; 
At SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet. 


For whether King or People ſeek Extremes, | 
Still Conſcience and Religion are their Themes, + 
And whatſoever Change the State invades, IS 40 
The Pulpit either forces or perſuades. 
Others may give the Fuel or. the Fire, 

But Prieſts the Breath that makes. the Flame inſpire. 
DENHAu'T Scpby. 


The awfvl Guides of heay'oly Concernment 1 
That teach us,Penance, Faſt, and Abſtinence, 


To puniſh: Bodies far, the Soul's; Offence. | 
- Dzxnzx:, Indian Emperor. 
III does he * the Pow'rs above, 
Who nouriſhes Debate, not preaches Love. Bid. 
You ſaucily teach Monarchs to obey, F 


And the wide World in narrow Cloifters ſway. ; [ # 

Set up by Kings as humble Aids of Pow'r, _ 

You that which bred you, Viper like, devour : 

You Enemies of Crowns ! n . 
DzyDen's Indian Emperar. 


Prieſthood, that makes a Merchandize of Heav'n 
Prieſthood, that ſell, ev'n to their Pray'rs and Bleſſings, 
And force us to pay. for our own Cos? f 82 
Nay, cheat Heav'n too with Entrails irs with Offals ! 
Give it the Garbage-of a. Sacrifice, {9 
And keep the beſt for private Luxury! _ 

Troilut and Creſida. 


| IF we muſt pray, 
Rear in the Streets bright Altars to the Gods, 
Let Virgins Hands adorn the Sacriſice; ; 
And not a grey-beard forging Prieſt come there, 


To 


a6: The BZAuT TES of 


To ad into the Bowels of the Victim, 
with their Dotage mad the gaping World. 
DzvyDen's and LEE's Oedipur. 


Why ſeek we Truth from Prieſts ? 
The Smiles of Courtiers, and the Harlot's Tears; 
The Tradeſman's Oath, and Mourning of an Heir, 
Are Truths to what Prieſts tell! 
Oh ! why has Prieſthood Privilege to lye, 
And yet to be believ'd? Tbid. 


I met a reverend, fat, old gouty Friar, * 
With a Paunch ſwoll'n ſo high, his double Chin 
Might reſt upon't : A true Son of the Church 
Freſh-colour'd, and well - 1 on his Trade, 
Come puffing with his greaſy bald-pate Choir, 

And fumbling o'er_his Beads, with ſuch an ; 
He told em falſe for Fear: About his Neck 
There hung à Wench, the Label of his Function, 
Whom he ſhook off, i'faith, methought unkindly. 
At ſeems the holy Stallion durſt not ſcore 

Another Sin before he left the World. 

DxypEN's oe Friar. 


WW Lat 


vou want to lead #8 (30 b os 
My. Reaſon blindfold like a Mae Lion, 
Check d of its noble Vigour: Then when baited 
f Down to obedient Tameneſs, make it couch, b 
And ſhew "pg Tricks, which you call Signs of 


ith-: 1 
80 fl Souls are ull'd, and you get Money! X 
7 8 ye g der a, 7 


OTwarY's Venice 15 


e Fing wen tod far, F 
To truſt the preaching Pow'r on (State Aﬀairs rs, 
To heav'nly Demagogues : | 
*Tis a Link lopp bY 2 their Prerogative, 
And ſo much 1 Heav'n's Image blotted from em. 
Dxrp x' Don 1 
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I tell thee, Mufti, if the World were wiſe, 
They would not wag one Finger in thy Quarrels : 
Your Heav'n you promiſe, but our Earth you covet, 
The Phaetons of Mankind, who fire that World 


Which you were ſent by preaching, but to * 


We know their Thoughts of us; that Lay men are 
Lag Souls, and Rubbiſh of remaining Clay, 
Which Heav'n, grown weary of more perfect Work, 
Set upward with a little Puff of Breath, e 
And bid us paſs for Men.  Jbid. 


W know their holy Jugglings, 
Things that would ſtartle Faith, and make us deem 
Nor this, nor that, but all Religions falſe. Mid. 


Is not the Care of Souls a Load ſufficient ? 
Are not your holy Stipends paid for this? 
Were you not bred apart from ou Noiſe, 
To ſtudy Souls, their Cures, and their Diſeaſes 2 
The Province of the Soul is large enough | 
To fill up every Cranny of your Time, 
And leave you much to anſwer, if one Wretch 
Be damn'd by your Neglect. - 
Why then theſe foreign Thoughts of State Emple%- 

ments, 

Abhorrent to your Function and your Breeding ? 
Poor droning Truants of unpractis'd Cells, 
Bred in the b ellowſhip of beardleſs Boys; 
What Wonder is it, if you know not Man ? 
Yet there you live demure with down-caſt Eyes, 
And humble as your Diſcipline requires: 
But when let looſe from thence to live at large, 
Your little Tincture of Devotion dies: 
Then Luxury ſucceeds ; and ſet agog 
With a new Scene of yet untaſted Joys, 
You fall with greedy Hunger to the Feaſt ; of 


% 


2192 — —ü— co 


5 — 


Deep ſunk in Down, they by Sloth's gentle Care, 
--  Aveidit Inglemencies of 8 


- 
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Of all your College Virtues nothing now 


But your original Ignorance remains. 


- - Dxvpen's Don Sebaſtian. 


Triumpbant Plenty with a chearful Grace 
Baſks in their Eyes, and revels in their Face: 
How ſleek their Looks, how goodly is their Mien, 
When big they ſtrut behind a double Chin? 
Each Faculty in Blandiſhments they lull, 


Aſpiring to be venerably dull. 
No learn d Debates moleſt their downy Trance, 


Or diſcompoſè the pompous Iguorancs; 
But undiſturb'd they loiter Life away, 
So withen green, and bloſſom in Decay. 


5 


And leave to tatter d Crape the Drudgery of Pray'r. 


Bat blosted with, Ampition. Pride, and Avarice, * 


Content q with. monopolizing:Heavin, 
kh r oy 


You ſwell to cgunſel ings, and g ver Kingdoms. , ;: 
And let ibis lite hanging 344 
5 ch Conſience there, 7 


For give you but a F 8 , 
ul Jon like Arehimedis, tofs the Globe. 
t th Laid 


Yet Churchmen, tho” they iteh to govern all, 
Arefilly, woeful, Radha, horny 

They make lame Miſchief, tho' they. meant it well : 
Their Int'reſt is not finely drawn and hid, A 
But Seams are-coarſely bungl'd up and ſeen. * 


The Gods are theirs, not ours; and when wer 


For happy Gul, we their. Price mult pay: 
In vain at Shrines-th' ungiving Suppliant ſtands. 
In vain we make our Vows with empty Hands ; 
Fat Off rings are the Priefthood's only Care, 
They take the Money, and Heav'n hears the Prayer: 


With- | 
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Without a Bribe their Oracles are mute, 
And their —— refuſe the Suit. 
DarDen's Cleamone s. 


Were all thy Tribe like thee, it well might 
Startle our * N Faith; when de ſuch 


The of the Gods is reach d to Man: — 


But thus thoſe Gods inſtruct us, that not all, 
Who, like Intruders, thruſt into th ir 8 


Such meddling Prieſts, 8 Linas ap Confaban, © 
And ver the. quiet. Waile with their vain Scruples. 
| Le eee. 


. When hol | Guides ae wartete, fe 
von, 


Nor fear to advance their Pr 
'Tis then the Gods are e rever ws 
1PBER's Ceſar in We.” 


It never was a proſperous World 

Since Prieſts. have interfer'd- wi compel Matters; 
The Cuſtom of their Anceſtors t 

of Gold: 


8 5 
. * — 


And change their Shirts of Hair for PRs ns 

Thus Luxury and Intereſt rule the Church, 

Whilſt Piety and Conſcience dwell in Caves. 
The Fall of Mirtimer. 


* Awful Heaven: 
Great Ruler of the variqus Hearts of Man 1 
Since thou haſt rais'd me to conduct thy Church 
Without the baſe Cabal too often practis'd, 
Beyond my. Wiſn, my Thought, — me the Lights, 
The Virtues, which that ſacred — revules 


A loving, lov'd; unteriſping Power, | 
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Such as becomes a Father; humble Wiſdom ; 

Plain, primitive Sincerity; kind Zeal, 

For Truth and Virtue rather than Opinions; 

And, above all, the charitable Soul 

Of healing Peace and Chriſtian Moderation. 
Tnoursox' Edward and Eleonora. 


* When ſuch as thou with ſacrilegious Hand 

Seize on the Apoſtolic Key of Heav'n, 
It then becomes a Cool for crafty Knaves 
'To ſhur our Virtue, and unfold thoſe Gates, 
That Heav'n itſelf had barr'd againſt the Luſts 

Of Avarice and Ambition— ſoft, and ſweet 
As Looks of Charity, or Voice of Lambs 
That bleat upon the Morning, are the Words 
Of Chriſtian Meeknefs! Miſſion all divine! 
The Law of Love ſole Mandate—but your Gall, 
Ye Swediſs Prelacy ! your Gall hath turn'd 
The Words of ſweet, but indigeſted Peace, 
To Wrath and Bitterneſs —— Ye hallow'd Men! 
In whom Vice ſanctifies, whoſe Precepts teach 
Zeal without Truth, Religion without Virtue, 
Who ne'er preach Heav'n but with a downward Eye 
That turns your Souls to Droſs ; who ſhouting looſe 
The Dogs of Hell upon us, Thefts, and Rapes, 
Sack'd onus. 445 Midnight Howlings thro' the 


Receive your Sanction— O tis glorious Miſchief 

When Vice turns holy, 2 Religion on, 

Aſſumes the Robe pontifical, the Bye | 

Of ſaintly Elevation bleſſeth Sin, 

And makes the Seal of ſweet offended Heav'n 

A Sign of Blood, a Label for Decrees, 

That Hell wou'd ſhrink to own. h | 
Brooke's Guſtavus Vaſa, 


 , ® Babble on ye Prieſts, amuſe Mankind 

With idle Tales of Flames and tort'ring Fiends, 
And ſtarry Crowns, for patient Suff rings here: 8 
1 es, 
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Yes, gull the Croud, and gain their earthly Goods 
For feign'd Reverſions in a heav'nly State. | 


SHIRLEY's Parricide, 


What, tho' Religion's Guardians taint her Tide! 
Pure is the Fountain tho' the Stream flows wide ; 
Too oft her erring Guides her Cauſe betray : 

Yet Rage grows impious, when it bars her Way. 


Hir Merope. 
PRINCE. | 


* That Prince who would maintain the Reins of 

' Empire, ; 
Tho' he have Eagle's Eyes and Lion's Heart, 
Quick to diſcern, and vigorous to oppoſe 
The deep-laid Schemes of artful Villziny, * 
Muſt not depend upon himſelf alone: ä 
For oft the Miſt of Flattery comes between 
His ſharpeſt Penetration, and the Truth; 
Or Prepoſſefſion ſtirs ſome erring Paſſion, - f 
And hurries him to Deeds which taint his G . 

EL. Hay wood's Fred. D. of Brunſwick, &c. 


* "Tis War 7 forms the Prince: 'Tis' Hardſhip, © 
Toll ; *© ö 
Tis ſleepleſs Nights, and never; reſtin Days 3 
Tis Pain, Tis Danger, tis affronted Peach ; 
Tis equal Fate for all, and changing Fortune; 
That rear the Mind to Glory, that inſpire 
The nobleſt Virtues, -and the gentleſt Manners. x 
| Tuourson' Agamemnon, 


Were I, like private Virgins, free to love, 
Then Modeſty, our Sex's Guard and Grace, 
With Coldneſs had receiv'd your tendereſt Vows, 
And for your Sighs, the wafting Winds had caught 
em; of © : |  Y 
But Princes, born to Paſſions not their o], © 
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Are Slaves in Love, where ha pier Subjects reign 

The Hearts of royal Maids, like 2 publick Treafire, 

Are to the Exigents of State aſſign'd, 

While private Comfort is referr'd to Virtue, 
C1BBzR's King Fobn, 


PRISON, 


A dreadful Din was wont 
To grate the Senſe, when enter'd here, from Groans 
And Howls of Slaves condemn'd, from Clink of 

Chains, 
And Craſh of ruſty Bars, and creekin Hinges ! 
And ever and anon the Light was da galbd | 
With frightful Faces, and — meagre Looks 
Of grim and ghaſtly Executioners. 
\Concrtve's Mourning Bride, 


How ſhall I bid thee Welcome to a Place 

Where Joy yet-never'enter'd ? To a Place 
| Where orrors only reign ?— Groans are our 
And Sorrows our Companions. | 


MaRTYN' 4 Timoleon, 


They ſay this is the Dwelling of Diſtreſs, 
The very Manſion-Houſe of Miſery ! 
To me _y it ſeems but zuſt the ſame, 
With that more: ſpacious Jail! — the buſy LY 
Where even Monarchs, if Ambition wake em, 
(mw in the Galling Chains of Diſcontent. | 
| Brrxzxs“ Tmjured Innocence. 


IR ODTGIES. 


The Spirit of King Philip, in thoſe Sale * 
We ſaw kin ven, pi aſs'd 4#0anirg thro' the Court! 


«& * 


, 
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His dreadful Eye-Balls rolled their Horror ds; 
He wav'd his Arm, and ſhook his wond'ring Head! 
I've heard that at the crowing of the Cock, 
Lions will roar, and Goblins ſteal away; 
But this majeſtic Air ſtalks ſteadfaſt on, 
Spight of the Morn that calls him from the Eaſt, 
or minds the opening of the Ivory-Door. 
 LEE's Alexander. 


Portents and Prodigies are grown ſo frequent, 
That they have loſt their Name. | 
Daros Al! for Love. 


In a lone Iſle o'th' Temple while I walk'd 
A Whirlwind roſe, that with a violent Blaſt 
Shook all the Dome: The Doors around me clapp'd ; 
'The Iron Wicket that defends the Vault 0 
Where the long Race of Ptolemy's are laid, 
Burſt open and diſclos'd-the mighty Dead: 
From out each Monument, in 28 
An arm'd Ghoſt ſtarts up: The Boy-King lat 
Rear'd his inglorious Head. A'Peal of Groans 
Then follow'd, and a lamentable Voiee 
Cry'd, Egypt is no more]! My Blood ran back, 
My ſhaking Knees againſt each other knock d! 
On the cold Pavement down I fell intranc'd, 
And ſo unfiniſh'd left the horrid Scene! | 

Da rorn All for Love. © 
Our Enſigns, as they ſtood . | | 

Diſplay'd before our 'Troops, took Fire untouch'd, 
And burnt to Tinder? f M3 $2677 s 
Three Ravens brought their young ones in the Street, [ 
Devouring them · before the People's Eyes! 
Then bore the Garbage back into their Neſs! 
A Noiſe of Trümpets rattting in the Mir 
Was heard, and dreadſuf Cries of wy war [ 


OrTwar': Caim Marize. 
Scarce 


+ © Þ 


* Wo _ 
— — „ 50 
— * 2 — eos he — 
” 
_ a + — — — 
——— —0. 3 
= 


— 
te <4 4 
— — — 


— 
— 
— — 
. — —— as — " 
Y A 


rn 
o 


24. The BEAUTIES of 


Scarce had we ſtepp'd on the forbidden Ground, 
When the Woods ſhook, the Trees ſtood briſtling up : 
A living Trembling nodded thro' the Leaves; 

And ſtrait a rumbling Sound, like bellowing Winds 

Roſe, and grew loud, confus'd with Howls of Wolves, 

And Grunts of Bears, and dreadful Hiſs of Snakes, 

Shrieks more = human ! Globes of Hail pour'd 
| own 


An armed Winter, and inverted Day ! 
Dzxypen's King Arthur. 


Scarce had the Night, upon her Car aſcending, 

Thrown her black Influence round the mournful 
Heav'ns ; 

When a mad Whirl-Wind, ſubterranean Blaſt, 
Made the Dome tremble from its deep Foundation, 
And ſhook the dreadful Glories of its Spires. 
The yawning Vault diſcloſed its gloomy Entrails, 
And lab'ring from its inmoſt Caverns groan'd : 
And then a Troop of Ghoſts, bloody and baleful, 


And wonderfully F. {prong glaring up: 
; e 


Then vaniſhing, ſo ruefully ſhriek'd, 
That all the ghaſtly Hollow of the Dome, 
Multiplying Horror, diſmally reſounded. 
Then on a ſudden, of their own Accord, 
The maſly Gates, with jarring Sound flew open, 
Grating harſh Thunder on their brazen Hinges. 

> De nnais's Iphigenia 


Such unheard of Prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the boldeſt tremble : See the Moon 
Robb'd of her Light, diſcolour'd, without Form, 
Appears a bloody Sign hung out by ove, 
To ſpeak Peace broken with the Sons of Men: 
The Nile as frighted finks within its Banks; 


And as this Hour I paſt great Ji, Temple, | 
| A ſudden 
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A ſudden Flood of Lightning ruſh'd upon it, 
And laid the Shrine in Aſhes, | 
YounG's Bufiris, 


* 'Twas wondrous, 
The Storm that all at once alarm'd the Court 
At Dead of Night: The Caſements open'd round; 
And by the Light of viſionary Lamps, 
Two ſolemn Fun'rals firſt, and then a third 
In flow Proceſſion croſs'd the Palace-Yard 
To yonder Temple: There the firſt arriv'd 
Appear'd to halt; till join'd by that which follow'd 
They enter'd, all the three, the Vault beneath, , 
Sacred to Royal Duſt. 

JzrrneYs's Edwin, 


PROMISE. 


A Promiſe may be broke; 
Nay, ſtart not at ii "Tis an hourly Practice; 
The Trader breaks it, yet is counted honeſt. 
The Courtier keeps it not yet keeps his Honour: 
Huſband and Wife in Marriage promiſe much, 
Yet follow ſep'rate Pleaſures, and are virtuous. 
The Churchmen promiſe too, but wiſely they 
To a long Payment ftretch the crafty Bill, 
And draw upon Futurity : A Promiſe! - 
"Tis the wiſe Man's Freedom, and the Fool's Reſtraint; 
It is the Ship in which the Knave embarks, 
Who rigs it with the Tackle of his Conſcience, 
And ſails with ev'ry Wind. 
Havard's King Charles I. 


PROPHET. 


This ſhews you are above, 7 
You Juſtices, that theſe our nether Crimes 
So ſpeedily can venge. | 
| SHAKESPEAR': King Lear. 
Vor. III. C O thou, 
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O thou, whoſe moſt aſpiring Mind 
* Known all the Buſineſs of the Courts above, 
Opens the Cloſet of the Gods, and dares 
To mix with Joe himſelf and Fate at Council. 
O Prophet, anſwer me! 
Davpkx and LEE Oedipus. 


Prophetick Fury rolls within my Breaſt, 

And as at Dripbos, when the foaming Prieſt, 

Full of the God, proclaims the diſtant Doom 

Of Kings unborn, and Nations yet to come; 

My lab'ring Mind ſo ſtruggles to anfold, 

On Briti6 Ground, a future Age of Gold. 
LanDspown's Britiſh Inchanter, 


PROVIDENCE. 


Submit thy Fate to Heav'n's indulgent Care, 
Tho' all ſeems loſt, tis * — deſpair : 
The Tracks of Providence like Rivers wind, 
Here run before us, there retreat behind: 
And tho' immerg'd in Earth from human Eyes, 
Again break forth, and more conſpicious riſe. 
HicGoN's Generow: Conqueror. 


Mark, Mark, Ul/ how the Gods | 
The Men they love, even in their own Deſpight ! 
They guide us, and we travel in the Dark | 
But when we moſt deſpair to hit the Way, 
And leaft expect, we find ourſelves arriy'd!' 


LanDsDown's Heroic 


Ho juſt is Providence in all its Works? 
How iwift to overtake us in our Crimes? bid. 


The holy Power that clothes the ſenſeleſs Earth 
With Woods, with Fruits, with, Flowers, and verdant 


Graſs, 


"4 
£ 


the ENGLIS# STAGE. 27 


Whoſe bounteous Hand feeds the whole brute Creation, 
Lene ive us. | 
Rowz's Fair aue. 


The Ways of Heaven are dark and 
Puzzl'd in 'd with Rm 3 
Our Underſtanding traces in vain. 

Loſt and bewilder'd in the fruitleſs Search; 
Nor ſees with how much Art the Windings run, 
Nor where the regular Confuſion ends, 

_ App80N's Cats, 


O murmur not, my Love, at Providence! 

Heav'n is too wiſe and to puniſh us 

Without a Cauſe ; nor let us raſhly dare 

To cenſure what we cannot comprehend. | 
ELI. Haywood's Fair Captive. 


- The Ways of Heav'n amaze us, 

And far extend beyond the human Ken; 

But ſure if we can Cer oblige th* Immortals, 

'Tis when'we bring to infar'd Virtue Aid. 
Lewis's Philip f Macedon, 


* * Why all theſe Things are thus 

Is hard to ſay ; the ſmiling Sun beholds 
The wide Creation preying on itſelf, 
And the frail Creature breathes and * N 

Arachne thus unwinds her filken Threads, 
And Webs unfeen th' inſidious Inſect ſpreads; - 
The royal Bee, Qyeen of the Roſy Bo F 
Colledts her precious Sweets from every Flower ; 
Now loads her little Limbs with anxious Care, 
New trys her 4 1 pom uy | 

en homewards as $ » | 
Rich in the thymy 3 — the — 22 ay; | 
Sudden ſhe ſtrikes at once th invenom d Loo, | 
And finds a dreadful and lamented Doom. 

Ca. JoxnsoN 1 Maiden. 


— 2 Tax 
| * 
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Tax not the Pow'rs above, leſt we're forſaken: 
They oſten ſuffer what they don't approve. | 
Their Vengeance makes us know why we are puniſh'd, 
Such Viſitations whet our Penitence ; 

Create Reflections on the inward Cauſe: 
For Conſcience is the Mirror of our Souls, 
Which repreſents the Errors of our Lives 


In their full Shape. | 
The Fall of Mortimer. 


* Forbear, fond Man. That Heaven thou dar'ſt accuſCy 
uſt, tho myſterious, leads us on unerring, | 
hro' Ways unmark'd, from Guilt to Puniſhment. 
| Eurydice. 


O eternal Providence, whoſe Courſe 
Amidf the various Maze of Life, is fix d | 
By-boundleſs Wiſdom and by boundleſs Love, 
I follow thee, with Refignation, Hope, 
With Confidence and Joy ; for thou art good, 
And of thy riſing Goodneſs is no End. 8 
: THOMPSON's Edward and Eleonora. 


* Forbear to tax th' eternal Hand of Truth, 
Whoſe Deeds are all unſearchable to us! 
Our finite Knowledge cannot comprehend 
The Principles of an unbounded Sway: 

Weak and disjointed are our judging Laws, 
And therefore vain and impious. 
SHIRLEY's Parricide. 


Stop, ſtop, my Thought, from guilty Progreſs 
now : | | 
Nor dare accuſe eternal Providence, 
For ſuffering ſuch a Villain to commit, 
With dire Succeſs, theſe moſt unheard-of Crimes 


But, lo, at length the tardy Vengeance comes, 
And Juſtice arms the Fury 'gainſt himſelf, Ibid. 


. 
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* Unerring Power ! whoſe deep and ſecret Counſels 
No finite Mind can fathom and explore: 
It muſt be juſt to leave your Creatures free, 
And wiſe to ſuffer what you moſt abhor: 
Supreme and abſolute of theſe your Ways 
You render no Account— We aſk for none; 
For Mercy, Truth, and righteous Retribution 

Attend at length your high and awful Throne. | 
| | | LitLo': Elmerich, 


* What the Gods intend—— is theirs alone 
Let us not bar their great oppoſeleſs Wills, 
By ſeeming more than they wou'd have us be: 1 
So ſhall the Chain, that links Propriety, 
Remain unbroken, and the Nerve of Hope 
But brace Obedience to the Will of Heaven. 

«7 . Hava Regulus. 

* Sink not beneath imaginary Sorrow: 
Call to your Aid your Courage, and your Wiſdom ; 
Think on the ſudden.Change of human Scenes 3 2 
Think on the various pers oe of War: | 
'Think on the mighty Pow'r of awful Virtue; 
Think on that Providence that guards the Good. | 

* Nee 8. Jounson's Irene 


How Heay'n in Scorn of human Arrogance, ' | 
Commits to trivial Chance the Fate of N bn | 
While with inceſſant Thought laborious Man | 
Extends his mighty Schemes of Wealth and Power, 
And tow'rs triumphs in ideal Greatneſs 
Some accidental Guſt of Oppoſition. -' | 
_ all CO of his new Creation, | © © 
'erturns the Fabrick of N 
And whelms the ſwelling — 2 7 
e e 
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* This is thy Work, almighty Pocidinas 
Whoſe Power, beyond the Stretch of human Thought 
a Revolves 
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5 2 of Eevpire ; 7 _ — | 
eep in the "ni ight of thy Di ure, 
Or riſe majeſtic 2 — World. 

N THOMP8ON's Cortol/anus, 


There is a Power 
Unſeen that rules th' illimitable World, 
That guides its Motions, from the brighteſt Star, 
To the leaſt Duſt of this ſin - tainted Mold 
While Man, who madly deems himſelf the Lord 
Of all, is * but Weakneſs and Dependance. 
This ſacred Truth, by ſure Experience taught, 
Thou muſt have learnt, when, wandering all alone 
Each Bird, each InſeR, flitting thro' the Sky, 
Was more ſufficient for itſelf, than thou Ibid. 


The — . take Pleaſure oft, when haughty 
On their own Pride erect a mighty Fabric, 

By ſlighteſt Means, to lay their towering Schemes 
Low in the Duſt, and teach them they are nothing. 


: 1 


Have we ſo idly learned 
The nobleſt Leſſons of our Infant Days, 
Our Truſt above ! Does there not ſtill remain 
The Wretch's laſt Retreat, the Gods, Hor aria? 
Tis from their awful Wills our Eyils ſpring, : 
And at their Altars may we find Relief. ? 
Say, Shall.we thither ? Look not thus dejected, 
But anſwer me. A Confidence in them, 


Even in this Criſis of thy Fate, will calm u c 
Thy tropbled Soul, fill thy Breaſt nid Spe: | 
l at . - 


— _ WurTzMEAD's Reman 


| Complaint 


the EnGLiIisa $TAGE. gt 
Complaints of PROVIDENCE. 


As Flies to wanton Boys, are we to th' Gude: 72 


They kill us for their Sport. 
SHAKESPEAR': King Lear. 


Tell me, O ye Towers | 
For I'll be calm: Was I not worthy of your Care 
And wh ye Gods, was Virtne to ſuffer, , 
Unleſs this World be but as Fire, to purge 
Her Droſa, that ſhe may mount and be a Star? 
Lzt's Mitbridates. , 


Oh kes and oh you ever burning Lights, 
Who have beheld at Midoight from your 5 
Our Flames that kindled . as chaſte as yours, 
Which of you all, which mo Star, 
Shew me that envious Fire that croſt our Loves, 
That I may curſe him from his fatal Sphere. Jbid. 


Is this then my Reward ? Unneceſſary Virtue, 
Why do we 28 thus to our W. 


Jbid. 
Here I 2 108 * 
Here all my res pres OT 
Of ſterneſt War, ſhrinks like a IE” 
Here confeſs my Piety gives Way! _ - 
1 could fall out with the forgetful Gods, | l 
And curſe the cruel Authors Fer my Beings, 


Cars'd Fate RI Ws. 1 
Yourſelves of all your poiſonous Influence ; a 
Ev'n the laſt baleful Drop is ſhed upon me ! * 


Hercules ! why ſhould a Man like this, 
Who dares not traſt bis Fat for on great Aion, 
Be all the Care of Heaven 

Davon“, A for 1 | 


Fool that I was, upon my Eagle's Wings, 
I bore this Wren, till IL was tired with ſoaring, * 


C3 
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And now he mounts above me : 
Good Heavens! is this, is this the Man who W me, 
Who bids my Age make Way, drives me before him, 
* the World's Ridg , and ſweeps me off like Rubbiſh, 
Davon All for Lowe. 


Afflictions ſent from Heav'n without a Cauſe, 
Make bold Mankind enquire into its Laws. 


Davos Secret Lane 


O Virtue, blind and impotent as Fortune ! 
Who would be good ar ww if this Queen, 
I by great Example ſuffers? a 


Is there no God, 
Who can controul the Malice of our Fate? ? 
Are they all deaf? Or have the Giants Heaven? 
Daros 's Oedipur, | 


Relentleſs Fates | malicious cruel Pow'rs | 
Oh ! for what Crimes do you thus rack your Creature? 


= Lee's Theodofius. 


O ye etern Pow'rs!' 
That guide the World ! why do you ſhock our Reaſon 
With Acts like theſe, that lay our Thoughts in N ? 


Ye Gods! ! we are nogke chat all your Works are 
„ _Jullice; * 
You are painted merciful, and Friends to Innocence ; 
If fo, then why theſe * upon my Head. 
A 5 gripes 


Oh! where was as 4 
The Pow'r that guards the facred Lives of Kings 
Why ſlept the Lightning, and the Thunderbolt, 

Or bent their idle Rage on Fields and Trees, 
When Vengeance call'd them here? | 
| © Daypen's Sani . | 
am 


-—_ 
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I am at a Loſs of Thought, and muſt acknowledge 
The Counſels of the Gods are fatbomleſs:  —_ 
Nay, 'tis the hardeſt Taſk, perhaps of Life, 
To be aſſur'd of what is Vice or Virtue : 
Whether when we raiſe up Temples to the Gods, 
We do not then blaſpheme them: Oh ! behold me! 
Behold the Game that laughing Fortune plays ! 
Fate or the Will of Heaven ! call't what you pleaſe, 
That mars the beſt Deſigns that Prudence lays | 
That brings Events about, perhaps to mock 
At human Nen and ſport with Expectation. - 

| Lz2's Lucius Fania: Brutus. 


But is there Heav'n ? for I begin to doubt, 
The Skies are huſh'd, no grumbling Thunders roul : 
Now take your Swing, ye Impious, fin unpuniſh'd : 
Eternal Providence ſeems over-watch'd, 

And with a ſlumbering Nod aſſents to Murder. 


Darpzx' Den Sebaſtian. 
O Pow'rs ! If Kings be your peculiar Care, 
Why pla s this Wretch with your Prerogative ? 
Now aft him dead; now crumble him into Aſhes ; 
Or henceforth live confin'd to your own Palace, | 
And look not idly out upon a World f 
That is no longer yours. bid. 


Yet ſure the Gods are good: I would think fo; _ 
If they would 1 ee. 


But Virtue in Diſtreſs, and Vice in Triumph, 
Make Atheiſts of Mankind. | 
| r Dzypen's Clemens. 


Where ſhall the Brave and Good for Refu 
When to be virtuous, is to be undone ? 7% | 


Sure F upiter's depos'd, ſome Giant rules, e 
An impious World, contriv'd for Knaves and Fools. 
 Lanvsbown”s Brit Inchanter. 
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If Piety be thus debarr'd Acceſs 
On high ; and of good Men, the very beſt, 
Be ſingled out to bleed, and bear the Scourge, - 
What 1s Reward ? and what is Puniſhment ? 
But who ſhall dare to tax eternal Juſtice ! ; 
' _Concreve's Mourning Bridt. 


Oh ! When ſhall I have Reſt ? 

Why are all theſe Things thus ? Is it of Force, 

Is there Neceſſity I be miſerable ? 

Is it of Moment to the Peace of Heav'n, 

That I ſhould be afflicted thus? If not: 

Why is it thus contriv'd ? Why are Things laid, 

By ſome unſeen Hand, ſo as of Conſequence 

They muſt to me bring Curſes, Grief of Heart, 
" The laſt Diſtreis of Life, and ſure PE ms 


Saure ſome malignant Planet, 


Which long has ſpax'd me, now of late begins 

To ſhed on me its baleful Influence. FOI ! 
| | Trar's Abramale. 

* Unequals Gods ! 

Who love to diſappoint Mankind, take 

All Vengeance to yourſelves z why to the Point 

Of my long flatter'd Wiſhes did ye lift me; 

Then fink me down ſo low ? Juſt as I aim'd 

The glorious Stroke that was to make me happy 

Why did you blaſt my ſtrong extended Arm, 

But that to mock us is your cruel Sport ? 


What elſe is human Life ? | | 
* "46 THOMPSON: Sophon fla, 
* Ye Arengthleſs Powers! whoſe Altars ſmoak d 
: 8 * 


' Van | | 
Gods of a Faithful, yet a cheated, People ! 
Why have you thus betray'd us, to the Foe ? 

_ Why had fix hundred Span Yagranis, Power 70 


7 


- 


To cruſh my Throne, your Temples, Rites, and you ? 
Where are your 1. ? Where my Glories, now ? 
Where is Azira? More, Her/e/f,' a God, 


Than your cullade Queens, of fancied Heaven 1 ; 
| Hill's —_ 


* For what unhappy Guilt of mine, ye Pow'rs, 
Are all theſe Loads of Sorrow heap'd * me <4 
Devoted to Obedience have I paſt 


Life's tedious Travel, innocent in Will. 


SumlLEzr 3 


* Unhapp wel. 
Is this, ye Powers ! your 4 This the Lot 
Of Innocence and Virtue ?—— But where roves, 
By Fear made impious, my diſtracted Thought, 


Thus to arraign the ever 1 ** Gods ! 
While now 9 with keen Juſtice ms, 
cir 


And cov 


It muſt be ſo None ſerve th s in vain. 
_ PaTERS08's  Arminines 
No there is none; 2 of the Stars, 


Regardful of my Miſeries . What Crime 
Has drawn theſe Fortunes on me 7 I bare been 


Too inſolent, perhaps, in Vouth's proud Joyz  « 


* 


And felt not, as I ought, for other's Sorrows. 


T hence, cams this Tempeſt of Alli8ion o'er ms. 


* Why have the Deities permitted this? 
Why have they with a Mortal's Mind 
RED n | 
ye Gods — n 
Dwells o'er the my Will, and hides all Cauſe. 


I muſt not dare to tax Almighty Power, i 
For what I ſuffer for uw. 5 B 


f OY Co (PE U 


Power, Arminia: takes 1 
Triumphant Nr on the oy x aiſh'd Foe. - N 


Hill's Merope.. 
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36 The, BEAUTIEZS of | 
PRUDENCE. 


= | Let us A 

Act with cool Prudence, and with manly Temper, 
As well as manly Firmneſ . 
Tis Godlike _ animity, to keep, 
When moſt provok'd, our Reaſon calm and clear, 
And excuſe her Will, from a ftrong Senſe | 
Of what is Right without the vulgar Aid 3 
Of Heat and Paſſion, which, tho honeſt, bear us 
Often too far. 

Troweson's Tancred and Sigiſnunda. 
Ruin like yours is privileg'd to rail, 
And when it raves, tho' N of Harm, 
Prudence will ſhun its Walks, or hear regardleſs, 
Nor anſwer to its Frenzy. Francis's Eugenia. 


of * What can Prudence lo. 
Or human Wiſdom, more than judge from Outſide, 
And flattering Likeneſs ? Kings can ſee no Father; 
High Heaven, alone, can read the Heart, in all 
Its utmoſt Frauds, and myſtic Characters. | 
h | | Ions ' Earl of Eftex. 
* Prudence ! the ſtale Pretence of ev'ry Knave ! 
The Traitor's ready Mak! \ | Barbaroſſa. 


PUNISHMENT. 


Heaven may forgive a Crime to Penitence, 
For Heaven can judge if Penitence be true : % 
But Man, who knows not Hearts, ſhould make 

Examples, | | | 
Which like a Warning-piece, muſt be ſhot off, 
To fright the zeſt from Crimes, | 
; | Daros Spaniſs Friar.” 


| | You have forgot Reward !' FIR 
The Part of ag mee — oy 924 | 
Is Hangman's Wor gery for Devils. 
25 Gb Dxypen's Don * 
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See they ſuffer Death: * 
But in their Deaths remember they are Men : | 
Strain not the Laws, to make their Torture: grievous, 
Lucius, the baſe degenerate Age requires 
Severity and Juſtice in its Rigour. | 
This awes an impious, bold, offending World, 
Commands Obedience, and __ wn. to Laws: | 
When by juſt Vengeance guilty Mortals peri 
The Gon behold Fheir 3 — with Pleafare, 
And lay the 404 Thunderbolt aſide. 2 

Appisonx' s Cato, 


SA WA SR Re WANs 


RACK. 7 4291 


Saw him rack'd ! a Sight ſo diſmal fad, 
My Eyes did ne'er behold ! It i is unutterable ! | 
Behold the Rack ſet forth ! | 

Philuas, like an Angel, ſeiz'd by Fiends, © © 
Ts ſtrait diſrob'd; a Napkin ties his Head: 
His warlike Arms, with ſhameful Cords are bound, 
And every Slave can now the Valiant wound. - 
Did not your Eyes rain Blood, your Spirits bg, 15 
To ſee your noble Fellow-ſoldier burn ? 
Yet without trembling or a Tear, endure | [ 
The Torments of the Damn'd? O ye Barbarians l! 
Could ye ſtand by, and yet refuſe to ſuffer ? 
You fv bm bei, am 6 e 

is Veins wide c e poor quiyeri 
N 
"Till you diſcover eart lie 
Why ſtood you then like Statues ? Lr 
The Horror of the Sight had turn d you Marble! 
So the pale Trojans from their weeping Walls 

Saw the dear 4 * of the Godlike Haar, 
ven 


. uten de o 
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ö 


Yet ſenſeleſs ſtood, nor with drawn Weapons ran, 


To fave the great Remains of that — — Man! 
EE Alexander. 


Bring forth the Rack: 
Fetch hither - rds, and Knives, and ſulphurous 
He ſhall be bound and gaſh'd, his Skin flea'd off, and 
burnt alive: - 


He ſhall he Hours, Days, Years a dy ying. 
; Darpzx' and LEE's Ocdipur. 


Wire-draw his Skin, ſpin all his Nerves like Hair, 


And work his tortur'd. Fleſh as thin as Flame. 
Lzz's Conflantine, 


Moſt cruel Racks, and Torments are preparing, 


» To force Confeſſions from their dying Pan 
___ OrwarY's Fenice oy 


Thou ſhalt behold him firetch'd in all the Agonies 
/ Of a tormenting and a ſhameful Death ! 
His bleeding Bowels, and his broken Limbs, | 
Inſulted o'er by a vile butchering Villain! 1d. 
* Unchang'd Phihras view'd the varibus hab 
The Pageantry of Death ; and calmly 
Why loiter ye, my Friends ? Why does . 
Delay to torture Alerander's Foe 4 
The dreadful Sign was given; an Inſtant ſhew'd 
His cemely Body naked to the View; | 
An Inſtant ſhew'd it all deform'd with Wonnds ; 
Diſtin& with purple Maze of guſhing Blood, 
That follow'd from the Whip's tormenting Stroke. 
This o'er, a momentary Pauſe was given; 
And he exhorted to confeſs his Crimes: 
At which, when he with Indignation . 47 d, 
The dreadful Rack, with all its wreſting Pains, 
A fad Alternative of Woe Ar — 
Pull, pull, Craterus eries; the Slaves obey : Then 


the EnGLI6n STAGE. %y 
Then think his Nerves unbra&4, his'Limbs di- 


jointed. 
Again they pauſe, again the Queſtion 


Again with Heart undaunted he reply'd; | 

caſe, ceaſe your trifling, and begin your . 
Aſtoniſh'd, and appall'd, the Tort'rers ſtand; 

Or he was more Man, or ſure the Senſe 

Of Honour left him not the Senſe of Pain. 

Next Fire muſt do its Part, the pointed Steel, 

Red with uncommon Heat, now gores his Sides, 

| And ſmoaks, and hiſſes in the ſhrivell'd Fleſh. 
FRowoz'  Philatas, 


| RAGE. 


Oppoſe not Rage, while e is in-its Force ; = 
But give it Way a-while, and let it waſte : h 
The riſing Deluge is not ſtopp'd wh Dams: 

Thoſe it © 8 and drowns the H e of 7 


But wiſely manag d, its divided Stren 

Is L. A Ky mn L. ſecurel 4 

And, while its Force is unſuppl 

The Reſidue with Mounds may be reſtralg d. | 
And dir had we may paſs the naked Fond * FR Iv 


SHAKESPEAR's Troilus NON 
Now let hot Staa cool in 8 I 
And be my Heart an ever-burning a Ren 7 


Theſe Mi 47 ones | 7 1 
e r bn — dey 
Bat Sorrow flouted at, is AL 

ara s = Ardrenicas, 


ä n 7 /- 

Wer . 
ene er Heav'n weeps, not the 

4E a 


* 


— —ñämV—V — — — — — — 
. 


Tear my ſwoll'n Breaſt, make Way for Fire and 


The BEAUTIES of 
the Welkin with his big ſwoll'n Face ! 


Threat'nin 


6 And wilt thou have a Reaſon for this Coil ? 


 SHAKESPEAR's Titus Andronicus. 


Muſt I give Way and Room to your raſh Choler, 
Shall I be frighted when a Mad-man ftares ? 
Go ſhew your Slaves how cholerick you are, 


And make your Bondmen tremble. 


Muſt I obſerve you? Muſt I ftand and crouch 
Under your teſty Humour? By the Gods ! 
You ſhall digeſt the Venom of your Spleen, 
Tho! it do fplit you. 
SHAKESPEAR's Fulius Cz/ar. 


There are a thouſand Furies in his Looks; 
And in his deadly Silence more loud Horror, 
Than when in Hell the Tortur'd and Tormentors 
Contend whoſe Shrieks are greateſt, Wa 

BEaumonT's Double Marriage. 


Had I been ſing'd with Lightning, I had ſtood, 
With all my Wrongs, huſh'd as unwindy Night: 
But to be ſcorch'd thus by a Candle-ſnuff, 

And which muſt die in its-own Noiſomeneſs, 
Makes my Impatience ſwell above all Banks 
Of common Temper! Howazp': Duke of Lerma. 


Away, be gone ! and give a Whirlwind Room ! 
Or I will blow you up like Duſt! Avaunt ! - 
Madneſs but meanly — my Toil ! 

Eternal Diſcord, 
Fary, Revenge, Diſdain, and Indignation, 


Tempeſt! 
My Brain is burſt, Debate and Reaſon vench' d! 
The Storm is up, 22 hot bleeding — 
. with the ack ; ile Paſſions, Jike the Winds, 
pp to Heav'n, and pu out all the Stars ! 
LSE“, nes” 


% 


een STAGE, 1 


Oh that like hewn, we ll might move, ] 
Our Limbs lopt and kill with every Parcel. 
Lee's Mithridates. 


Oh! didſt thou mark her when her Fury lighten'd ! 
She ſeem'd tron Nay, her Frowns became 


There was a COU in her very Wildneſs 
| 444-(7 .; K's OR 


Oh! I could ſhake the World, 
With thundering forth my Wrongs ! hallow his Name 
To the reſoundin ing Hills ! Borgia Trajtor Borgia / 
Methinks that Word, that Spell; that horrid 


That Groan of Air, would cleave the OY 


ocks, 
And ſcare the babbling Echoes from their Dens1 
Les" c . 


Here chou haſt rous'd the Lion in my Heart: 
Lalias Spite, Revenge, and blaſting ag 
Devour my Soul ! All Mildneſs — me Death 2 
I boil like Drunkards Veins! Death, Ks and 
Vengeance ! a. . 


Bid the Sea liſten, when the greedy EA . 
To gorge its ravenous Jaws hurls all his Wealth, 
And ſtands himſelf upon the TOS ys Un 
For the laſt Plunge. Bid. | 


The Pain is in my Head ; dg in oy Hen; 
"Tis every where; it rages like a Madneſs, 47 
Wien Reaſon holds! | 3 

| OTwarY's E- 


= 


Oh l my Heart breaks ! I'm d ng 10 871 
I'll not indulge this Woman's Weakneſs! Still 
r *** — 
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Till with its Injuries it burſts, and ſhakes 
Wich che dire Blow this Prifon to the Bank ! = 
OTwar's Orphan. 


Patience | preach it to the Winds, 
To roaring Seas, or raging Fires the Knaves 
That teach it, laugh at you when Fo believe 2 


My Mind, and its Intents are a wild, 
More fierce, and more inexorable 2 3h 


Than empty Tygers, or the roarin 
F * 8 8 Marius. 


Sink me to Death | plunge me in fireaming Fire! 
Heap Mountains on my Head, and bury my Diſgrace ! 
I to this Earth will grow | 
agen yori = 7 outrage the Northern - 
<2. 
And with my loud Complaints alarm the Gods, 
Till they reſent the Wrongs 
Of Santered Virgins, and confound Mankind ! 
ars * eren 


The burning Fever rages in my Vei 
But hold my Heart, reſtrain the Fury in 
Whick . me like the frighted Winds for Vent ! 
Senate Laya ] Brether, 


O man me, Reaſon !_ | 
Reftrain the Sallies of my ſtarting Paſſion, 
Which elſe will plunge me in the Gulph of Madneſs ! 
The Thunder rages in my Breaſt for pe 
Here, here it rolls to make its violent Way ! 
And now Ee: the flaming Bolts are hurled 1 


| FI 
| on! give me D „Fire or Water! 
How do bleed | how bam how drown! the 
g aves 8 | 


Hizzing, 
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izzing, rr my ſinki . 
Till I deſcended to the peaceful Bottors Win 
N tier! bens all Rage and . * yy 
he Air's in, and pierces wy weak 4 / 
long for chick ſubſtantial Sl Hell ! Hell! 

3urſt from the Centre, rage roar aloud, 

If then art half ſo mad, 0 hot as I am 

OTwar's Venice . 


Patience, the Refuge of poor ſtupid Cowards ! 
Go bid ſome maſly pond'rous falling Weight, 
Fly from its Center, and remount the Air ; 


Then, then I will be patient! 27 
HicGon's Generous OY: 


Patience | O Tre none 
Go bid the moving Plains of Sand lie ſtill, by 
And ftir not when the ſtormy South * 
From Top to Bottom thou haſt toſt my Soul, 
And now tis in the Madneſs of the Whirl, | 


uir'ſt e, ! 
wn 2 Darozn' Don deen 
Tempeſts and Whirlwinds thro' his Boſom | 


move, 
He ave up, and madly mount the Soul above 
rb Wo; * Love. 
 D&vpEn's — 


Wild with, my Rage, more wild with my Defire,  - 
Like * Tides, but mine are Tides of Fire. 0 
Darn“ Tyr annick Love. 


O diſmal ! 16-200 to be: bers, ye Moralifts ! 
Ye Talkers ! what are all your Precepts now? 
Patience ! Diſtraction | Blaſt the Tyrant, blaſt him 
Avenging Lightnings | ſnatch him hence, PIP... 
Nature can bear no more! 

Ruin is on her, and'ſhe finks at once t | | 
db 

A little 


— 


N 
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A little longer yet, be ſtrong my Heart! 
A little longer let the buſy Spirits 
Keep on their chearful Round ! It will not 100 
Love, Sorrow, and the Sting of vile Reproach, 
Succeeding one another in their Courſe, 
Like Drops of eating Water on the Marble, 
At length have worn my boaſted Courage down ! 
J will indulge the Woman in my Soul, 
And give a Looſe to Fears, and to Impatience r 

Rows's Tamerlane, 


Rage is the ſhorteſt Paſſion of our Souls: | 
Like narrow Brooks that riſe with ſudden Show'rs, 
It ſwells in haſte, and falls again as ſoon; 
Still as it ebbs, the ſofter Thoughts flow in, 
And 55 1 4 2 ſupple its Place, 


Dewnrs's Tpbigenia, 


At firſt ber Rage was toad, and wanted Words, 
But when the Storm found Way, twas wild and loud: 
Mad as the Priefte(s-\of the De/phic God, 

nthuſiaſtick Paſſions ſwell'd her Breaſt, 
'd her Voice, and ruffled all her Form. 
| Rowy' 5 Fair Penitent. 


| Madneſs" ! Confuſion! let the Storm come on; 
Let the tumultuous Roar drive all upon me 
Daſh my devoted Bark, ye Surges break it: 
Tis for my Ruin that the Tempeſt riſes Did. 


"Tis all in vain : This Rage that tears thy ors 
Like a Bird that flutters in his Cage, 9901 
. Thou beat'ſt thyſelf to 1 . 1. | | 
| Boys 4 Jane Shore 


| Why, would thou top my Madne's, 
With ill-tim'd Reaſon ? While my Rage was hot, 
I was inſenſible of my Misfortunes, 
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But now I'm 2 my 82 ſmart, 
8 1 relaps'« into a . | FER | 
"I 1 Tzar's Abramule. 

Oh ! ſhould her raging Paſſions reach his Ears, 

is tender Love by Anger fir'd would torn | 
o burning Rage; as ſoft Cydonian Oil, * 8 
Vhoſe balmy Juice glides o'er the untaſting Tongue, 
Vet touch'd with Fire, with hotteſt Flames will blaze. 
Ep. $M1TH's Phedra and Hyppolitns. - 


Now Minos, I defy thee ; + 

ven all thy dreadful Magazines of Pains, | 
Stones, Furies, Wheels, are flight to what I feel, 
\nd Hell itſelf 3 Relief Did. 


Oh! think you ſee me on the naked Shores! | 
hink how I ſcream, and tear my ſcatter'd Hair! 
Break from the Embraces of my ſhrieking Maids, 
And harrow on the Sand my bleeding Bolom ! -.. 
Then catch with wide-ſpread Arms, the empty + 
© Billows, . RI. | 
And headlong plunge into the gaping os. q 


Leave me to wild Deſpair ! r 
Deluding Flatteries of unpatient G rief. 
ho think to calm a Tempeſt with a Songz _- - 
Preach Patience to the Sea, when jarring inds 
row up her ſwelling Billows to the Sky y 

\nd if your Reaſons 1 her Fury, 

My Soul will be as calm 8 
ö H. Suirn' Princeſs of Parma. 
* Rage is a ſharp unmanageable 


Rell, wu s, 
"reys on itſelf, is a devoted Foe "*; 
' Truth and Virtue, Cu: Jounson'; Medes. 


* How 


But 
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© How raſh, how inconſiderate is Rage 
How wretched, oh, how fatal is our Error, 
When to Revenge precipitate we run ! 
Revenge, that ſtill with double Force recoils 
Back on itſelf, and is its own Revenge. 
While to the ſhort-liv'd, momentary Joy, 
Succeeds a Train of Woes, an Age of Torments, 
What has thy Fury, hapleſs Woman, done ? 
No more ſhall Slumber crown thy Nights with Peac 
No more with grateful Sweets the rifing Sun 
Salute thy Eyes, and chear thy Morning Wake, 
With ſad Viciflitude, the glorious God, 
Riſing aud ſetting, ſhall behold thee wretched. 

| Frowpe's Philotas, 


„Hell and Confufion ! Horror and Deſpair! — 
O, for the Force of Thunder for the Rage 
Of angry Heaven, and our inſulted Prophet 
For the collected Strength of Armies join'd—— 
For the ſwift Wing of Time, or flying Thought, 
That my Revenge may overtake, and ſtrike | 


The falſe pe 1 lawn to the Centre 
Havazd's Scanderbeg. 


O blind, O brutiſh, O injurious Rage! 
They, they are wu who, when they feel thy Mad- 
neſs " 


Seal up their Lips. r 
a HOMPSON's Eduard and Eltonore. 


* Do cool the boiling Cauldron with thy Breath, 
Go, bid the blazing Cataracts give o'er, 
Or to the Mountain Billows ſay, ſubſide, 
As ſoon the Storms of Paſſion will be ſwag'd 
By cautious Councils and the ſage Advice, 
When In;uries foment their forceful Swell. 
Nor Life nor Safety do I now regard; © © 
Nor Pomp of Dignity, nor Pride of Blood ! 
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What's outward Grandeur, all the Show of State, 
To inward Harmony and Love's Delights 
They only are the laſting Joys of Life, 

The reſt are vain and empty ev'ry one. 

My Cup's imbitter'd, all the Strings are crack d 
That tun'd my Soul to Harmony and Peace : 
Smooth ran my former Days, like glaſſy Streams 
Reflecting Love and Friendſhip's chearful Beams 
Soft Songs of Rapture bleſt the winding Tide, 

And Peace and Plenty wanton'd on its Side: 
Amidſt Security, lo, Storms affail ! 

And fell Confuſion does o'er all prevail ! . 
Wrongs, Rage _ * now foment the 
And urge to Slaughter both the Friend and Wife. 


SHIRLEY's Parricide. 
RAPE. 
- - =o — Chat cad tio 


Have lop'd and hew'd and made thy Body bare 
Of her two Branches, thoſe ſweet Ornaments, 


| Whoſe circling Shadows Kings have ſought to ſleep in; 


And might not gain ſo great a Happineſs, 

As half S 1 ? Why do'ſt not — to me? 
Alaſs ! a crimſon River of warm Blood, 

Like to a bubbling Fountain ſtirr'd with Wind, 
Doth riſe and fall between thy roſy Lips ; 9 
Coming and going with thy Breath: . 
But ſure ſome Tereus hath deflour'd thee, 

And leſt thou ſhould'ſt detect him, cut thy Tongue ;. 
Ah! now thou turn'ſt away thy Face for Shame, 
And nowithſtanding all this Loſs of Blood, 
(As from a Conduit with their iſſuing Spouts) 

Yet do thy Cheeks look red as Titan's Face, 
Bluſhing to be encountred with a Cloud. 

Shall I __ for thee, ſhall 'I ſay tis ſo? | 
Oh that I knew thy Heart, and knew the Beaſt, 


5 
; 
1 
: 
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That I might rail at him to eaſe my Mind ! 

Sorrow conceal'd, like an Oven ſtop'd, 

Doth burn the Heart to Cinders where it is; 

Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her Tongue, 

And in a tedious Sampler ſew'd her Mind : 

But lovely Niece, that Mean is cut from thee, 

A craftier Tereus haſt thou met withal ; 

And he hath cut thoſe pretty Fingers off, 

That better cou'd have ſew'd than Philomel ; 

Oh had the Monſter ſeen thoſe lilly Hands, 

Trembling like Aſpen Leaves upon a Lute, 

And make the filken Strings delight to kiſs them ; 

He wou'd not then have touch'd them for his Life. 

Or had he heard the heavenly Harmony, 

Which that ſweet Tongue hath made ; 

He wou'd have drop'd his Knife and fell aſleep, 

As Cerberus at the Thracian Poet's Feet, 
SHAKESPEAR*s Titus Andronicus. 


Feed your Wrath rather than your Luſt, 
(It is a Vice comes nearer Manlineſs,) 
And puniſh that unhappy Crime of Nature, 
Which you miſcall my Beauty : Flay my Face, 
Or poiſon it with Ointments, for ſeducing - 
Your Blood to this Rebellion. | 
B. JonnsoN's Volpone. 


Tis nobler, like a Lion to invade 
Where Appetite dire&s, and ſeize my Prey, 
Than to wait tamely, like a begging Dog, 
Till dull Conſent throws out the Scraps of Love. 
I'll plunge into a Sea of my Deſires, 
Pl! tear up Pleaſure by the Roots, 
And quench my Fever, tho' I drown my Fame. 
RocutsTER's Y alentinian. 


I bluſk that IJ have been ſo calm and tame: 
Conqueſts in Love and War are but the ſame ; 
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Both reach'd by boldeſt Hands: And Fools alone 
Thank Fate or you, for that which is their own. 
| | Howard's Veſtal Virgin. 


Force is the laſt Relief which Lovers find, 
And 'tis the beſt Excuſe of Womankind : _ | 
It is Reſiſtance that inflames Deſire, { 
Sharpens the Dart of Love, and blows the Fire: 
Love is diſarm'd that meets with too much Eaſe, 
He languiſhes, and does not care to pleaſe; ' 
And therefore tis your golden Fruit you guard 
With ſo much Care, to make Poſſeſſion hard. 

| Dzvypen's Aurengzebe. 


Force never yet a Fin Heart did gain: 
We yield on Parley, but are ſlorm'd in vain. 
Conſtraint in all Things makes the Pleaſure leſs, 
Sweet is the Love which comes with ana; 


I'll fawn no more, but force her to the Bliſs z _ 
And glut at once my Vengeance and Defire, 
| How it would fire my Soul, 

To claſp this lovely Fury in my Arms ; | | 
Whilſt ſcorning to be pleas'd, ſne d curſe the Pleaſure: , 
'Till m_ a ſudden 28 ſeiz d ſhe'd melt away, 
And ſpringing, give a Looſe to luſty Joy. | _ 

3 1 15 FOYER 


I'th* midſt of Groans and Cries and guſhing Tears 
You ſhould have raviſh'd her ; your royal Hand, 
Lock'd in her Amber Hair, ſhould then have forc'd 


her : ; 
Who knows but Oppoſition mounts the Joy ? 
Like that Athenian yrant, who ne'er took 
His Barge for Pleaſure, but in higheſt Storms: 
Then would he ſtand, like Neptune, on his Deck, 
And laugh to ſee the Dolphins back the _— 
** 16 


vor. III. D After 
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After the dreadful Extaſy was over, : 

The raviſh'd Maid, half dead, with ſhrieking Pray'rs, 
Burſt, at the laſt, from my relenting Arms, 
Ran to my Sword ; of which when I diſarm'd her, 
She fled the Room, with Cries, like one diftracted ! 
Preſs'd with Remorſe. 

Nor did I enjoy expected Pleaſure, 

Tho' theſe: Hands did hold 
All 1 her panting Beauties to my Breaſt: 
But, Oh! what J. what Pleaſure, what Content 
Could my griev'd Heart receive in raviſh'd Kindneſs ? 
Her Lips, which, if Zipbarer had been there, 
Would ſure have ſhot their gleamy Warmth at 
Diſtance, 

Were cold to me, as Odours are in Freſt: 
Her Face, like weeping Marble, damp'd my Flames ; 
And as I drew her trembling to m * 
She fainted ſtill, and wo'd me with ſuch Wailings 
Such Languiſhings, and broken Sighs, to leave her ; 
That had not more than monſtrous Appetite | 
Tranſported me, the Roſe had been unblaſted. 

| L' Mithridates. 


Women pardon Force, becauſe they find 

The Violence of Love is ftill moſt kind: 
uſt like the Plots of well-built Comedies, 

hich then pleaſe moſt, when moſt they do ſurprize. 
But yet Inconſtancy Love's — deſtroys, 
Whoſe higheſt Joy is in another's Joys. | 

* Darpzx' Rival Ladies. 

It ſhall be ſo! I'll yet poſſeſs my Love, 

Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded Hours; 
Then, when her roving Thoughts have been abroad, 
And brought in wanton Wiſhes to her Heart, 

Pth* very Minute when her Virtue nods, 
P'll ruſh upon her in a Storm of Love, 
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Beat down her Guard of Hoaour all before me, _ V 
And furfeit upon Joys till ev'n Deſire grows fick. 
Orwar' s Orphan. . 


Why ſhould you pluck the green diſtaſteful Fruit 
From A unwilling Bough, 
When it may ripen of i elf, and fall 
Darpzx' s Don 885 


| Since Love is. Choice, 
You ſhould have made a Conqueſt of her Mind, 
And not have forc'd her P on by a Rape. * dan 

a Darpzx' King Arthur. 


Proceed, by bold ; and ſcorning to intreat © 
Think all her Stru -lings feipn'd, her Cries Deceit. 
Not creeping like a Cur that fawns to pleaſe, 

Nor whine, nor beg, but like 3 Lion ſeize, 
LANs pow“ Britiſh Enchanters. 


What is her Love, her Virtue, or her Truth? 

The Raviſher has caught her ! ſhe muſt yield! 

| O how that Im ings | Now, now he drags her! 
His luſtful Arm ftrong twiſted in her Hair, 

In his Right-hand with a drawn Sword be threatens: 
See ! ſhe reſiſts; and with her _ Nails, - 

She tears his Cheeks, and ſtruggles out of Breath Z 
On Heaven ſhe calls, on her Abille calls! 
Help! Help! the cries; I can reſiſt no longer, 

The Raviſher's too ſtrong, and Innocence 

Too weak for Luſt! Lansbown's Heroic Live. 


I long to claſp that haug Maid, 
And bend her ſtubborn ſtubborn b 827 Paſſion. 
How will my Boſom ſwell Ul wich anxious s Joy, / 
When I behold her rogglin 
With glowing Beauty an Ader Cham, 
While Fear and Anger with alternate Grace 
Pant in her Breaſt, and vary in her Face, 

 App180N'; Cato. 
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uy 
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Off Love and ſoft Compaſſion, 

Harden'each Sinew of my Heart to Steel ; 
I'll do what done, will ſhock myſelf and thoſe 
Whom Time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful Hour. 
As many Accidents concur to work 
My Paſſions up to this unheard of Crime, 
As if the Gods deſign'd it; be it then 
Their Fault, not mine. 

M:mnon, (aid ſhe not Memnon ? 
My Heart began to ſtagger, but 'tis over. 
Heav'n blaſt me, If I thought it poſlible, 
I could be ftill more curs'd, that hated Dog 
Her Lord, her Life. I thank her for my Cure 
Of all my Remorſe and Pity. This has left me 
Without a Check, and thrown the looſen'd Reins 
On my wild Paſſion to run headlong on, | 
And in her Ruin quench a double Fire, 
'The blended Rage of Vengeance and of Love. 
Deſtruction full of Tranſport, lo I come! 
Swift on the Wing to meet my certain Doom ; 
I know the Danger and I know the Shame, 
But like our Phcenix in ſo rich a Flame; 
J plunge triumphant my devoted Head, 
And doat on Death in the luxurious Bed. 

Younc's Baſiris. 


He to whom, as to a God at parting, 
You gave with ſtreaming Eyes your Soul's Delight, 
While yet your laſt Embrace was warm about him, 
. Gloomy and dreadful as the ſtormy Night, 
Ruſh'd on your Child, your Comfort, your Mandane, 
All ſweet and lovely as the bluſhing Morn, 
Seiz'd her by Force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 
Proſtrate in Anguiſh tearing up the Earth, 
Imploring, lag to the Gods and you. Ubid. 


* Canſt thou think 
An Anazon is won by whining Courtſhip, 
Or that ſhe ever ſhall complain of Force? 


The 


3 
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The bold impetuous Warrior ſtill they chuſe, i. 

In ftrit Embraces ſtrain the ſtruggling Youth, | 

Who, nobly daring, gratefully offends, 

And ſpares their Cheek the Bluſh of dull Conſent. 
FrowpE's Fall of Saguntum. 


Did now this City blaze 
In ſtreaming Fires around the ſacred Fane, 
Shrieking and clinging to the Shrine, I'd force her 
Another Semele enjoy d in Flames. Ibid. 


Couldſt thou inſpir'd with Love ſo delicate, 
For ſach a charming Maid, ſo ſoft ſo perfect, 
Couldſt thou _ Force ?— What |—lock PR furious 
Han 


In her torn Hair, and drag her ſhriekivg loud, 
Invoking Heav'n and Earth, and curſing thee | 
Injure, perhaps, and wound with thy Abuſes 
Her poliſh'd Limbs ! —— By Violence tear from her 
Joys of a Moment, infincere, 2 


Not half poſſeſs'd! 4 Virginia 
RAV. 1 N e 
My Breath can ſtill the Winds, bs / 
Uncloud the Sun, charm down the ſwelling Sea, 


And ſtop the Floods of Heaven! 
BeaumpnT's  Philafler. | 


My Reaſon bears no Rule upon my Tongue, 
But lets my Thoughts break all at random out. 
Dzryven'; All for Love. 


Hark ! Hark! A hollow Voice calls out aloud; 
Focaſta! Yes I'll to the Royal Bed, 
Where firſt the Myſteries of our Love were added, 
And double dye it with imperial Crimſon | 
Tear off this curling Hair ! 
Be * gorg'd with Fire, ſtab every vital Part! | 
D 3 And 
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And when at laſt I'm ſlain, to crown the Horror, 
My poor tormented Ghoſt ſhall cleave the Ground, 
To try if Hell can yet more deeply Wound 

| DzypeN's and LEE“ Oedipus. 


"Tis well! I thank you Gods! tis wond'rous well! 
Daggers and Poiſon ! Oh! there's no need 
For my Diſpatch! And you, ye mercileſs Pow'rs ! 
Hoard up your Thunder-Stores ! Keep, keep your Bolts 
For Crimes of little Note! . N 

O barbarous Men; and, oh! the hated Light ! 
Why did you force me back to curſe the Day 
To curſe my Friends, to blaſt with this dark Breath 
The yet untained Earth, and circling Air! 

To raiſe new Plagues, and call new Vengeance down! 

Why did you tempt the Gods, and dare to touch me? 

Methinks there's not a Hand that graſps this Hell, 

But ſhould run up like Flax, all blazing Fire. 

b „ee n 

III mount! I'll fly! and with a Port divine, 

Glide all along the gawdy milky Soil, = 

To find my Laius out, aſk every God 2 

In his bright Place, if he knows Lain: / 

My murdered Laius Shall I not find him out? 

Will you not ſhew him ? Are my Tears deſpis d? 

Why then III thunder : Yes I will be mad, 

And fright you with my Cries ! Yes, cruel Gods 

Tho' Vileares Eagles, Dra ons, tear my Heart; 

I'll ſmatch celeſtial Flames, fire all your * 

Melt down your golden Roofs, and make your Doors 

Of Chryſtal fly from off their Diamond Hinges! 

Drive you all out from your ambroſial Hives, 

To ſwarm like Bees about the Field of Heaven |! 
What ho! my Oedipus / See where he ſtands ! 

His groping Ghoſt is lodged upon a Tow'r ! 

Nor can it find the Road ! Mount, mount my Soul ! 

I'll wrap thy ſhivering Spirit in lambent Flames, 

And fo we'll ſalill. ; 93 x 
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But ſee! we're landed on the happy Coaſt, | 

And all the golden Strands are covered o'er 

With glorious Gods that come to try our Cauſe ! 

n Zove! whoſe Majeſty now finks me down 
who himſelf burns in unlawful Fires, 

Shall judge, and ſhall acquit us. Oh! tis done! 

'Tis fix'd by Fate, upon Record divine, 

And Oedipus ſhall now be ever mine. hid. 


Sure, it is Doomſday c— by Hell it is ! 
And ſee the Heav'ns, and Earth, and Air, 
All on Fire! The very Seas like molten Glaſs, 
Roll their bright Waves, and from the ſmoaky Deep / 
And the Gt Ang 1 Kim bout the Glabe, 

And the ſwi els A 


To ſummon all 
Lzz's Ceſar Borgia. 


Run, ally out, and ſet the World on Fire ; 
Alarm Nature; let looſe all the Winds; | 
Set free thoſe 8 pirits, whom ſtrong Magic binds 3 / 
Let the Earth open all her ſulph'rous Veins ; 
The Fiends ftart from their Hell and ſhake their 


Chains; 
Till all Things from their Harmony decline, 
And the Confuſion be as great as mine. 
Orwar' Den Carlos. 


Whirl, ſtop the Sun, arreſt his Charioteer ; 

I'll ride in that away! Pull, pull him down; 

Oh! how I hurl the Wildfire =! run ! 

Now, now I mount ! Bid. 


Strike, ſtrike your Torches ! Bid the Stars deſcend! 
We wander in the Dark ! | 

Hark ! Boreas muſters up his roaring Crew : 
My Wings, and I'll among them! Wreath my Head 
With flaming Meteors, load my Arms with Thander 3 
Which as I nimbly cut 33 cloudy Way, * 
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Theſe are my Nuptials, this the Torch of Hymen, 


I'II hurl on this ungrateful Earth, and laugh 
To hear the Mortals yelling. ' 
Ay! There's the He/perian Dragon I muſt paſs him, 
Before I reach the golden Bough : There Cerberus, 
Gorge thy curs'd Maw with that, and ceaſe thy barking, 
"Tis a delicious Morſel ! 

Ha! what a merry World is this Z/izium /! 

See how the youthful Shepherds trip to th' Pipe, 
And fat S:/enus waddles in the Round! | 8 
Beware thy Horns, Pan! Cupid; with their Bow-Strings, 
Have tied 'em faſt to th Tree 

What's that? a Summons to me, from the Gods ? 

Back Mercury, and tell em I'll appear. 

How ! Jus dead! The Thunder then is mine! 
And I'll have more than June's Privilege! a 
See how the tber ſmoaks ! The Chryftalline 
Falls clattering down! This giddy Phaeton 

Will ſet the World on Fire. Down with him Fore : 
Wilt thou not bolt him? Then I'll act thy Part; 
Force from thy flaming Hand the ſlothful Dart, 

And thus I ſtrike my Thunder thro' his Heart. 

4 TarzE' Cor iolan us 


* Will ye not kill me yet? then hide at leaſt, 
Hide me from E/fid ; there, juſt there he ſtands 
My murder'd Father, ſee, he looks as when 
Extended on the Floor he raf a my Hand; 

I thought it his Death's Pang, but oh ! twas Inſtinct 

Why had not I the ſame ? I find it now, 

Twas Nature powerful in a dying Father. | 
| | JerrreYs's E gain. 


* Where, where's the Bridegrom ?Where is the 
' +>... dear Man? . 
Speak, thou his Friend, for I am come to claim him. 
My Father here ! O ſacred Sir ! your Blefling ; 


The Temple open! Then he waits me there. 


Why 


a 
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Why then I'll fire 1045 — | 

The lofty Pile, and make it his vaſt Urn; 

So gently creeping ſteal me to his Side, 

And mount toperher in the glorious Flames. 
FrowpEe's Fall of Saguntum, 


 * Perdition to my Soul 

O execrable Murthereſs l Wretch accurſt 

This, this alone, was wanting to compleat 

Of Woes. and Crimes thy complicated Loot. 

Now is thy Meaſure full; The fabled Plagues, 

Wheel, Stone, and Vulture of the Grecian Hell, | 

Match not the Tortures that I feel within 

Or my Brain turns, or I'm already there. 5 Py 

The gloomy Horrors of the Place ariſe 

Thick on my Soul and realize apace. _ _ 

See the grim Cerberus crouching ſhuns my Sight 

And owns a blacker Shade than e'er he ſaw. 

The triple Furies curl their vengeful Snakes, _ 

Their baneful Eyes ſhoot terrible Diſmay ; 

They pull they tear me to the dreadful Bar: 

In horrid Pomp, th' infernal Judges fit. | 
205570 1 Pbilatas. 


1 


„O, this poor Brain! ten thouſand Shapes of Pury 
Are whicling hens, and Reaſon is no bar | wt 
Him! him ! a Caitiff, black with every Vice % 
Debaſe, herſelf to him :— The Thought is Hellt 
Well, well— and I, how have I doated on her 
Whole Years of Fondneſs; cheriſſi d, pleas d, adorn'd 


— 


her dr = | da 
With all that Love ean give Yet ſhe has done this ! 
Confuſion on my Foly kk 


“ Ho ſhould it be 
When the Brain turns and feels the Laſh of Madneſs. 
Can we do aught but well, when the hot Spirits 
Ferment and boil ?— O excellent! ILfſeel! 
0 D 5 The 
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The quick Rotation= Stop, O ſtop, old Time, 

Thy our wing d Chariot, let my lead relieve 

Thy hoary Age, and run the boundleſs Race 
HAvax D' Scanderbeg. 


* Ha ! who art thou, who with an Ague Hand, 
Strikes trembling on the Coward Note of Fear. 
The Day has caught th* Infection of thy Look, 
And fic . A loom, ev'n I perceive 
An icy ſhiv'ring to my Heart 
Thou bat @ don 122 Away Timidity! — 1— 
Now I blaze up, and emulate the Sun—— * 
J am all Fire Our blended Rays deſcend, 
And ſet the World on Flame *Tis a fit Torch, 
1*⁰ 9 — me to er and 4 R 

1 Let Deſolation | 
Take Hands with Vengeance : Let the Furies Join 
Their complicated Horrors Sun, ſtand till, 
And ſee me att this Fuſtice— Prophet, bluſh 
At thy own Impotence, that cou'd not ſtrike, 
So bold a Blow as Amurat;'— Away——— ' 
Hark# How Fate thunders to the wond'ring World 
The Sultan ſtrikes— the Univerſe falls down, | 
And at one Blow I end the human Race. Did. 


What have 1 12 
To do wich Heav'n? Damnation ! What am I!? 
All frail and tranſient as my laps'd Dominions ! 
F'en now the ſolid Earth prepares to ſlide | 
From underneath me, Nature's Power cries out, 
Leave him thou Univerſe . No Hold me Heav'n, 


accurs'd | 
Brooke s Guftaou Vaſa. 


* Off Traitors ! Off, or my diſtracted Soul | 
Will burſt indignant from this Jail of Nature 
To where ſhe beckons vonder — No, mild . 


Thy Creature, tho 


Hold me thou Heay'n ! whom I've forſaken— Hold 


n 
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Point not to Life—-I cannot linger here, 


Cut off from thee, the miſerable 


ity, 
The Scorn of Human-kind !—A trampled King 
Who let his mean, poor-hearted Love, one Moment, 
To Coward Prudence ſtoop ; who made it not 
The firſt undoubting Action of his Reign, 
To ſnatch n and there to ſhield 


Thy helpleſs Boſom from a Ruffian's F ury , 

O Shame! O Agony ! O the fell Stings 

Of late, of vain Re tance — Ha ! my — 

Is all on Fire ! a wild Abyſs of Thou 

Th' infernal World diſcloſes Seel be a I ! 

Lo! with fierce Smiles he ſhakes the bloody Steel, 

And mocks = * Tears — Hence ! quickly, 
ence 

Spurn his vile Carcaſs ! give it to the Dogs ! 

. it to the Winds ye ſcreamin Ravens! 

Or hurl it down that fiery Steep to 

There with his Soul to toſs in Flames for ever 

Ah Impotence of Rage — What am I?—Where ? - 

Sad, filent, all ?—The Forms of dumb Deſpair, 

Around ſome mournful Tomb ?— What do I ee ' 

This ſoft Abode of Innocence and Love _ N 

Turn'd to the Houſe of Death ! a Place of Horror 

Ah! _— goth pale ! deform'd with 


TromPson's Tancred and Sigi/munds, 
REAS O N. 
Good Reaſons muſt of Force POT 
SHAKESPEAR's Julia Caſar. 
Reaſon was given to curb our 


Wil, 
And yet but ſhews a weak Phyſician's expat 
Gives nothing while the raging Fit does laſt, 
But ſtays to cure * is paſt: 


Reaſon 
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Reaſon's a Staff for Age, when Nature's gone: 
But Youth is ſtrong enough to walk alone. 
Darpxx' Conqueſt of Granada. 


Oh ! why 2 Heay'n leave Man fo weak De- 
| ence, 
To truſt frail Reaſon with the Rule of Senſe ? 
"Tis over-pois'd, and kick'd up in the Air, 
While Senſe 22 down the Scale, and keeps it 

there. 

Or, like a captive King, 'tis born away, 
And forc'd to countenance its own Reber Sway. 
O no! our Reaſon was not vainly lent, | 
Nor is a Slave, but by its own-Conſent ! 
If Reaſon on his Subjects Triumph wait, 
An eaſy King deſerves no better Fate. 


Bid. 
Reaſon, alas ! it does not know itſelf, 
But Man, vain Man ! wquld with his 
Short lin'd Plummet _ | 
Fathom the vaſt Abyſs of heavenly Juſtice. 
| Dzxvp 75 Ocdi pus. 


Reaſon ! the Pow'r to gueſs at Right and Wrong !_ 
The twinkling Lamp de 
Of wand' ring Life, that wakes and winks by Turns ; 
Fooling the Follower between Shade and Shining! 
ConcREVE's Mourning Bride. 


What art thou, but the very Source | 
And Spring, from whence flow all our Miſeries ? 
Thou art that glimmering Light, by which alone 
We can diſcern thoſe Crimes, which otherwiſe 
We ne'er had underſtood, at leaſt as ſuch, 


And ſo had known no Guilt. 
FiLMEER's Unnatural Brothers. 


De- 


. 
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Deluded Man ! who fondly proud of Reaſon, 
Think'ſ that thy crazy Nature's — 1 * 
Which is thy great Tormentor! Senſeleſs Fools, 

In ſtupid Dulneſs bleſs d, are only happy: 

They feel no threat ning Evils at 2 Diſtance : 

Never reflect on their paſt Miſeries: 

Their ſolid Comfart is their Want of Senſe. 

But Reaſon is the Tyrant of the Mind ; 

Awakes our Thoughts to all our Cares and Griefs 5 
Diſtracts our Hopes, and in a thouſand Shapes 


Preſents our Fears to multiply our Woes. 
H. SmiTH's Princeſs of Parma. 


„Have a care of Reaſon: 12 


Tis an unwieldy Weapon, double * 
To wound the female Hand, that raſhly draws 


Or plays too freely with it. 
" | Jerrxzrs' Edwin, 


, Reaſon is too, too feeble to oppoſe em: 
Man to Deſtruction runs with eager Pace, 
Nor ſees his Ruin—till his Fate is paſt. 


Tracy": Periender. 


In vain, 5 ; * , we boaſt a reaſoning 
ind, - 
A Form ere&, by Nature's Hand beſtowd 
To meet and look Misfortune in the Face, 
If ſhook with Blaſts of Paſſion, thus we fall 
Prone and dejected, like the brute Creation. 
| BeLLERS's Injured Innocence. 


* If, King of Eng/and, in this weighty Maths, 
* 


On which d ds the Weal and Life of Th 

Vou love and ſeek the Truth, let Reaſon judge, 
Cool, ſteady, quiet, and diſpaſſion'd Reaſon: 
For never yet, ſiuce the proud ſelfiſh Race 


Qt 


* 


- 


Reaſon l the tim'rous Pilot, that to ſhun 


þ2 1 4 


Of Men began to jar, did Paſſion E 
Nor ever cap it give, a right Deci | 
Tuoursdox' Edward PP, Eleonora. 


* Wow dl thou deſtroy the Dignity of Man, 
And level him with Brutes ? - - — depoſe fair Reaſon, | 
And ſubſtitute wild, warring Appetites, 

Diſgracing ny mild Sway ? — — = But thou doſ 
eln 

The Man who dares to act as thou haſt done, 

Is in the mes to baniſh his Reflection = = 


HavarD's Regulus. 


9 Reaſon ! the hoary Dotard's dull Directreſs, 
That loſes all becauſe ſhe hazards nothing: 


Hd e 


= a lc SS LT, |5 wm 


The Rocks of Life, for ever flies the Port. 
S8. Jonxson' Jrene. 


* But, Reaſon's Line wants mo to ſound Hea- 
ven's Will. Hur Merope. 


Alas, had Reaſon. ever yet the Power 
Ta talk down Grief, or bid the tortur'd Wretch | 
Not feel his his Anguiſh ! 'tis impoſſible. 
Could Reaſon goyern, I ſhould now rejoice, 
They were engag'd, and count the tedious Moments 
Till Conqueſt {mil'd, and = again was free. 
Could Realog avern, L How be 7 of Heaven 
To guide my Brother's Sword, and plunge it. 
Ev' 1 in the 1 84 of the Man I — — | * 
I thould forget he ever won my Soul; 
Forget 'twas your Command that bade me love him; 
Nay fly perhaps to yon deteſted Field, 
And ſpurn with Scorn his mangled Carcaſe from me. 

| WrlTEHEAD's,Roman Father. 


* When on, like the ſkilful Chariotesr, 
Can break the Paſſions to the Bit And, 
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And, Spite of their licentious Sallies, keep 
The radiant Tract of Glory; Paſſions, then 

Are Aids and Ornaments. - Triumphant Reaſon 
Firm in her Seat and ſwift in her Career, 

Enjoys their Violence, and ſmiling, thanks 
Their formidable Flame, for high Renown. - + d 


R E B EL LION. 


If that Rebellion 
Came like itſelf, in baſe and abject Routs, 
Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, 
And countenane d by Boys and Beggary; 
I ſay, if danin'd Commotion ſo appear „ 
In his true, native, and moſt proper Shape: 
You, reverend Father, and theſe noble Lords, 7 
Had not been here to dreſs the ugly Forms „ 
Of baſe and bloody Infurreftion, 
With your fair Honours. You, Lord Archbiſhop, 
Whoſe See is by a civil Peace maintain'd, 1 
Whoſe Beard the ſilver Hand of Peace has touch d. 
Whoſe Learning a good Letters, Peace has tu- 
| tor d, 4 J 

Whoſe white Inveſtments figure Innocence, 2 | 
The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace: 4 
Wherefore do ye ſo very ill tranſlate, yourſelf | _ 
Out of the Spee of Bade that bears ſuch Grace. 
Into the harſh and boiſterous Tongue of War? 
Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, 
Your Pens to Launces, and your Tongue divine, 
To a loud Trumpet, and a Point of War. : 

5  SnaxpSPRAR's Henry IV. 


RECONCILIATION. _ 


Canſt thou forgive me? eanſt thou, my Claanths ? 
Can 1 deſerve thus to grow here once more:? 
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Let me embrace myſelf quite into thee | 
Come, come as fiercely as thou wilt; I meet t 
I cloſe within thee, and am thou again. | 
DzvyDen's Cleomenei. 


Behold his Anger melts ! He longs to love you! 
To call you Friend ! Then preſs you hard with all 
The tender ſpeechleſs Joys of Reconcilement ! 

K Rowz's E. ir Penitent. 


Way doſt thou turn away ? hy tremble thus ? 
Why thus indulge thy Fears? and in Deſpair 

' Abandon thy diſtracted Soul to Horror? a 

/ Caſt every black and guilty Thought behind thee, 
And let them never vex thy Quiet more : 
My Arms, 5 Heart, are open to receive thee, 


With tender Joy, with fond forgiving Love, 
And all the Longings of my firit Deſires. 
| Rowe's Jane Shore. 


Alas, Cleora, whither have I wander'd, 
And ſtray'd a Wanton from thy tender Care ! 
How has my Ear been deaf, nor known till now 
The gentle Voice that lures me Home to Love ? 
'To Love, to Conſtancy, and plighted Faith? 
"Tis there, ye Gods, y ave plac'd our higheſt Bliſs ; 
| Seat of Content, and calm Retreat from Care; 
4 Sweet Saftner of paſt Toils, and preſent Anguiſk : 
= There the kind Partner of our Fates attends, 
Or Grief to mitigate, or heighten Joy ; 
And each Cleora makes her Maſter happy. 
Forgive then my late Inſolence of Words, 
Vain Outrage on thy Sex, and empty Taunts, 
Be all forgot as all ſhall be amended. 

- 1 1  Frxowbe's Philitas. 


O my Daraxa ! thon haſt charm'd. my Soul l. 
This reconciling Interview has ſooth'd  _ 
My troubled Boſom into tender Joy : 1 


Ad 


— 


As when the Spring firſt on the ſoften'd Top 
Of Lebanon, unbinds her lovely Treffes, 
And ſhakes her blooming Sweets from Carmel's 
Bro-. 
Tuoursox“ s Edward and Eloure. 


RECOVERY. 


* The Moment that I ſunk __ my Couch, 

A ſick and troubled Slumber fel _ — gb re 

Chaos of gloomy unconnected 'Thou | 

That, in black Eddy whut'd, == Sleep more 

dreadful, 

Than the worſt waking Nang. While thus I toſs'd, 

Ready to bid farewel to ſuff ring Clay,” 

Methought an Angel came and touch'd my Wound. 

At this the parting Gloom clear'd up apace; 

My Slumbers ſoften'd; and, with Health, return 

Serenity of Mind, and order d Thou a7 v7; 5 

And fair Ideas gladdening all the Soul. 

Aerial Muſick too by Fancy heard, 

Sooth'd my late Pangs, an harmohiz d my Breaſt. 
Tnourson“ 5 * and 1 


1 * 


® See my Clerwal,. 
Like a kind Maſter, abſent long from Home, 
The Soul with Smiles returns to its fair Dwelling ; 3, 
Flows thro' the purple Chambers of the Heart, 
Where Life reſides, to ſee that all is well, 
And 4 wn her kindling Beauties to their Luſtre. 


Francis's Eugenia. 
nn OOO ENT ONES 
If I could find Example 155 / 


Of Thouſands that had firuck anointed Kings, 
And flouriſh'd after, I'd not do't ; But fince 
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Nor Braſs, por. 2. nor h. bears even 


Let Villainy iefelf forſwear it. 
SHAKESPEAR' s Winter”; Tal. 


Shed in a curſed Hour, and by a curſed Hand, 
Blood Royal, unreveng'd has curs'd the Land: 
Dreadful Indeed! Blood, and a King s Blood too 
And ſuch a King ! and by his Subjects ſhed ! 

No Wonder then, | 
If Monſters, Wars, and Plagues, revenge ſuch Crimes! 
If Heaven be juſt, its whole Artillery, 
All muſt be emptied on us : Not one Bolt 
Shall err from Thebes ; but more be call'd for, more 
New moulded Thunder of a larger Size, 
Driven by EW "ge What ! touch anointed 
Power 

Then Gods beware Tour would himſelf be next, 
* you but reach him too. 

Da xp EN“ and LEE Oedi pus. 


| Mow ſaceed ought Kings Lives be held, 
Ven but the Death of one 
| Demands an Ewpire's Blood for Expiation. 


20 — a 
— _ +. _ 22 
— — 
—_—— oy - — . 
— 2 — — = * = 
—_—} . © 
— o — 
—— 


—— 


— 2 = - 


4 pm. — — —— 
* - Fe — — Salt — — — 
- IE DO F ̃˙ R OOO E — , . '? —— ̃—g : — - 
x 


_— Ls. —— l 


_— — = = 1 8 — - 2 


— ——_— ——_ 
- os — 


\ — = 


— 


77 PENS. 
— — 


— — - 2m =_ — 


Bi. 


Fine Wark above, e, that their appointed Cars 
Foal i fch Death Dxvpen's Des Sebeſtian. 


REJOICINGS. 


4 A Love which no Bounds to Antony, 
t Would W the 7 A , when all 


F# Heav'n 


| Labour for kim! when exch prophiogs Sa 
Stool 


— — _ — _ 
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Stood wakeful in his Orb, to watch that Hour, 

And ſhed his better Influence | 

Davon All for Love. F 
Summon the Prieſts to ſpeedy Sacrifice ; 

Crown every Altar; heap the ſpicy Piles, 

'Till the vaſt Fanes be hid in Gums : 

No penſive Look. prophane the general Joy ; 

Nor orphan'd Matrons be allow'd to mourn ; 


Nor „ widow'd on e bridal Day. - 
Tarz' Loyal General. 


Rouſe up, ye Thebans, tune I Peam : (© 
Your King returns triumphant ! Haſte, all hafte, 
And meet with Bleflings our victorious King: ” 
Decree Proceſſions ; bid new Holidays; 
Crown all the Statues of our Gods with Garlands: 
And, as you us'd to ſupplicate your Gods, 10 
So meet your King wi "Bays RE Olive-branches z - 
Bow down, and touch his Knees ! 

** Davpan'; and LAIU Ocdipus. 


Let f Crete throu ghout her hundred Cities 
Reſound her Phedra's i Joy. Loet Altars ſmoak, 
And richeſt Gums, and Spice, —— roll f 

„ The fragrant Wreaths to Heaven, to 
„ and bd the loaſome == 

ive up the meagre Slayes that in 

And wie in Grief! of A 

; Let them be chear'd! let the ſtarv'd Priſoners riot, 
And 1 with generous Wine! Let Sorrow ceaſe ; 7 

one be wretched, none, ſince PB hap 
Eon. Sutru' Phedre and 7705 


Forgive that un 'd, 
We only with Ws —h that Preps rt, Wonder, | 
Which well each Cad Boſom, = receive you. 
And trul fuck a Burſt I have not ſeen 
Of that beſt Triumph, City, Country, all, 
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Unleſs you mean to paſs for Knaves of Conſcience, 


Is in a gay triumphant Tempeſt toſs'd. 

I Keys — along. The Trumpet's Voice 

Is loſt in loud repeated Shouts, that raiſe 

Your Name to Heaven. Ten thouſand Eyes, below, 

Ake to behold the Conqueror of Troy. 
THOMPSON'S Agamemnon, 


RELIGION. 


To prove Religion true, 
If either Wit or Sufferings could ſuffice, 
All Faiths afford the Conſtant and the Wiſe; 
And yet even they, by Education ſway d, 
In Age defend what Infancy obey'd. 
. Daypun's. Indian Emperor, 


All under various Names adore and love, 
One Power immenſe, which ever rules above, * 1 
g | af | i . 
By Reaſon Man a Godhead can diſcern, 


But how he would be worſhipp'd, cannot learn. 
DzYpn's Congueft , Granada. . 


No — is ſafe, nor no Religion 
Whoſe An of Growth are writ in Blood. 
Lee's Ceſar Bergia. 


If you've Religion, keep i it to yourſelf ; 
Atheiſts will elie make-uſe of Toleration, 
And laugh you out on't, Never ſhew Religion, 


And cheat believing F ools that think you honeſl. 
Or war's Orphan. 


All Faiths are to their own Believers juſt ; 
For none believe becauſe they will, but muſt. 
| Davpen's N Love. 


The 
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The Ways of Heavy? n, judg'd by a private ned, 
Is often what's our, private Intereſt : / 
And therefore thoſe who would that wal obey, { 
W, Without their Intereſt, muſt their Duty weigh. - 
Drxypen's Tyrannick Love. 
Jeu, Turk, and Chriflian differ but in Creed 3 
In Ways of Wickedneſs they're all agreed : 
None upwards clears the Road ; they part, and cavil : 


But all jog on, — to the Devil. 4 
ANSDOWN's Few of Venice, 


Look round, how Providence beſtows alike 

Sunſhine and Rain to bleſs the fruitful Year, . 
On different Nations, all of different Faiths: 

' And (tho' by ſeveral Names and Titles worſhi PO) | 
Heaven takes the various Tribute of their P 
vince all agree to own, at leaſt to mean, 
One _ one n * Lord of all. | 

Rows Tamerlane 


1421. 


Religious Luſtre i is, by nativ vg Innocence, ao 
Divinely pure and fimple from all Arts: 

You Jaub and dreſs her like a common Miſtreſs, 
The Harlot of your Fancies ; and by adding 
Falſe Beauties, which ſhe wants not, make the World 
Suſpe& her Angel's Face is foul beneath, * 
And will not bear all Lights. fag ; 


* The Gods my Foes—that ſounds at firſt tre- 

| mendoys ! 
But do we know there are ſuch vengeful Beings ?' 
Unſeen, who ſee us I—hear, but are unheard 
Of Thought the Object, nor by Thought -conceiv'd ! 
Dreams, Superſtition, Prieſtcratt, downright Prieſt- 
craft, -. Lewis's Philip of Macedon. 


cat 
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* Caſt off thy Ia Gods ; and be a Chriſtian, 
That ſingle Change reverſes all our Fates. 
Kind to the courted Souls of Pagan Converts, 
We have a Lax, remits their Body's Doom. 
This latent Law, by Heav'ns peculiar Mercy, 
Points out a Road, and gives a Right, to PARDON. 
Religion can diſarm a Chriſtian's Anger. 

Hill's Alxira. 


_ pO 
Is always mild, propitious, and humble ; 
Plays not the Tyrant, plants no Faith in Blood, 
Nor bears Deſtruftion on her Chariot-wheels ; 
But ſtoops to poliſh, ſuccour, and redreſs, 
And builds her Grandeur on the publick Good. 
| MilLlzs's Mahomet. 


bond 


»I tell thee, Roman, all your fine Diſtinctions, 
That call this Man divine, and that a Villain, 
Are but Religion's Cheat = = = - | 

1 HA vAR D' Regulus. 


* Come then, Religion, holy, Heaven-born 
Thou ſureft Refuge in our Day of Trouble, 


To thy great Guidance, to thy ſtrong Protection, 
I give my Child. 1 


rere 


FrAancis's Eugenia, 


REMORSE. 


| When Life is done, | 
Uſeleſs were all Deceit ; but needful is Remorſe, 
When Oaths ſo ill deyis'd require Atonement. - 
Cr EAN King Jobs. 
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Eee eee 
/ith noble Minds, if chance they ſlide to Folly; 
Remorſe _ deeper, and relentleſs Conſcience ' + 
Pours more of Gall into the bitter ohr 
Of their ſevere Repentance. | „0 
Mason's Elfrida. 


REPENTAN'CE. 


Oh! my Offence is rank ! It ſmells to Heav'n 1 
It has the primal eldeſt Curſe upon it. 
\ Brother's Murder! Pray I cannot: 4+ 
ho' Inclination de as ſharp as will, 
My ſtronger Guilt defeats my ſtrong Intent; 
and like a Man to double Buſineſs bound, 
I ſtand in Pauſe, where I ſhall firſt begin, | 
And both neglect. What if this curled. Hand- 6, 

ere thicker than itſelf with Brother's Blood,. | 
Is there not Rain enough in the ſweet Heav ns 
To waſh it white as Snow ? Whereto ſerves Merey, 
But to confront the Viſage of Offence ? 
And what's in Prayer, but this two-fold Force, 
To be fore-ſtall'd e er we come to fall, | 
Or pardon'd, being down? Then I'll look up:; 
My Fault is paſt But, oh! what Form of Pray'r 
Can ſerve my Turn? Forgive me my foul Murder 
That cannot be, ſince I am ſtill poſſeſe © 
Of thoſe Effects for which I did the Murder 
My Crown, my own Ambition, and my Queen ! 
May one be pardon'd and retain th' Offence ? 

| SHAKXESPE aR't Hamlet; 


In the ed Currents of this World, 
Offenceꝰ's gilded Hand may ſhove by 1 EN 
And oft tis ſeen, the wicked Prize itſelf / 


Buys out the Law: But tis not ſo above; 
There is no ſhuffling: There the Action lies 


In its true Nature; and we ourſelves compell'd, 1 
ven 


— : 
— 


72 The BEAUT1Es of 


Ev'n to the Teeth and Foreheads of our Faults, 

To give in Evidence. What then ? what reſts? 
Try what Repentance can ! what can it not? 

Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 

O wretched State ! O Boſom, black as Death ! 

O limed Soul, that ſtruggling to be free, 

Art more — Help Angels! make Eſſay ! 
Bow ſtubborn Knees; and Heart with Strings of Steel, 
Be ſoft as Sinews of the new-born Babe: 

All may be well. SHAKESPEAR's Hamlzt. 


Let Wretches loaded hard with Guilt, as I am, 
Bow with the Weight, and groan beneath the Burden, 
Creep with the Remnant of the Strength they've left, 
Before the Foot-ſtool of the. Heayen they've injur'd. 
iP OTwarY's Venice Preſervd 


For true Repentance never comes too late; - 
As ſoon as born, ſhe makes herſelf a Shroud, - 
The weeping Mantle of a fleecy Cloud : 
And ſwift as Thought her airy Journey takes, 
Her Hand Heav'n's Azure Gate with trembling ſtrikes; 
The Stars do with Amazement on her look ; 
She tells her Story in ſo ſad a Tone, 
That Angels ftart from Bliſs and give a Groan. 
2 LIE, Maſſucre of Pari, 


Kind Heav'n, who knows our weak imperfe@ Na- 
3 | | | 
How blind with Paſſion, and how prone to Evil, 
Makes not too ftrift Enquiry for Offences ; 
But is atton'd by Penitence and Prayer: LON 
Cheap Recompence! here 'twould not be receiv'd ; 
Nothing but Blood can make the Expiation, - 
And cleanſe the Soul from inbred dedp Pollution. 
Denxis' Rinaldo and Ar mida. 


At length the Tumult of his Soul's appeas'd, 
And e'ery Doubt and anxious Scruple eas d, 3 
. J 
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Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain Road, 
The Peace his holy Comforter beſtow' d, a 
Guides and protects him like a guardian God. 

0 Rowe's Tamerlane. 


The Hours of Folly, and of fond Delight , 
Are waſted all, and fled : Thoſe that remain 7 
Are doom'd to weeping Anguiſh and Re 

Rowe's Fair Penitent. 


Let that Night, 

That guilty Night, be blotted — the Year ! 

Let not the Voice of Mirth or Muſick know it! "4 

Let it be dark and deſolate ; no. Stars | 

To glitter o'er it: Let it wiſh for Light, 

Yet want it till, and vainly wait the Dawo ! 

For *twas the Night that gave me up to Shame ! 
Dia. 


This fatal Form, that drew on m Undoing, 
Faſting and Tears, and Hardſhips ſhall deſtroy : 
Nor Licht, nor Food, nor Comfort will 1 
Nor aught that may continue hated Life. : 
Then, when you-ſee, me meagre, wan, and changed, { 
Stretch'd at my Length, and dying in my Cave, 
On that cold Earth I mean ſhall be my Grave: 
Perhaps you may relent, and aghing ſay, 
At lengh her Tears have waſt'd her-S 
At length 'tis Time, her Puniſhment ſhould —. 
Die thou poor young Wretch, and be at. = 5 ; 


Theſe Books teach holy Sorrow and Contrition, 
And Penitence. Is it become, an Art then)! - 
A Trick that lazy, dull; luxurious Gownmen * 
Can teach us to do over ? p Il no more on't, | 
I've more real An in my Heart, 


Than all their pedant pay eo . 
| Tie. 
ly Vor. III. E r Tre 
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I've inward turn'd my Eyes upon myſelf, 
Where toul Offence and Shame have laid all waſte; 
Therefore my Soul abhors this wretched Dwelling, 
And longs to find ſome better Place of Reſt. 
Rowe': Fair Penitent. 


T will own the Merit of Reproach, 
And for thoſe fooiiſh Days of Wanton Pride, 
My Soul is juſtly. humbled in the Duſt : 
Yet let the Saints be Witneſs of this Truth, 
That now tho' late, I look with Horror back, 
That I deteſt my wretched ſelf and curſe 
dy paſt polluted Life. All judging Heav'n, 
ho knows my Crimes, has ſeen my Sorrow for 'em, 
Rowe's Fane Shore. 


Tis time enough 

To whine and mortify thyſelf with Penance, 
When the decaying Senſe is pall'd with Pleaſure, 
And weary Nature tires in her laſt Stage: 
Then weep and tell thy Beads, when alt'ring Rheums 
Have ſtain'd the Luſtre of thy ftarry Eyes, 
And failing Palſies ſhake thy wither'd Hand; 
1he preſent Moments claim more generous * * 
$ O ye Powers! that ſearch | 
The Heart of Man, and weigh his inmoſt Thoughts! 
If I've done amiſs, impute it not: | 
The beſt may err, but ye are good! 

ApD1$0N's Cato. 


o Penitence ! let me truly taſte thy Cup, 
That throws Men down, only to raiſe them up. 
a. WeEBSTER's Unfortunate Ducheſs, &fc. 


| | * As for myſelf 
Here I renounce the World, and all its Joys, 
Reſolved henceforth in ſome remote 


© 


And 


le; 


ts! 
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And unfrequented Hermitage to ſpend 

The ſmall Remainder of my wretched Days 

At Nature's Charge: Where the cold clammy Earth 

Shall be my Bed : Homely, but wholeſome Roots 

My daily Food, and Water from the | 4 

Neareſt Spring my only Drink. There, on my 

Bended Knees, I'll try to appeaſe the Anger 

Of offended Heaven, and with r | 

Earneſt Vows, ſolicit Pardon for all my Faults. k 
FilMER's Unnatural Bretber. 


* Sweet ay; of Mind! whence Pleaſure borrows 
Taſte, 
Daughter of Virtue ! Whither art thou fled ? | 
To what calm Cottage, to what blameleſs Shade, 
Far from theſe guilty Walls! O Walls! O Race ! 
To Horrors doom'd !-— Before me gathers faſt 
A deepning Gloom, with unknown Terrors big. 
— 'THOMPSON's Agamemmon. 


* What is this Time and Place, and Joys of Cir- 
| cumſtance ? g 

That wind our Actions, ſo, as Heav'n's own Hand 

What's done may not unravel ? Pardon may 

There's the Lethean Sweet, the Snow of Heav'n, 

New blanching o'er the Negro Front of Guilt, 

That to the Eye of Mercy all appears 

Fair as th' anwritten Page Yet ſelf.convict, 

Tho' Heav'n's free Pow'r ſhou'd pardon, where's my 
r . 

Thus, thus to be driven out from my own Breaſt ! 

To have no Shed, no ſhelt'ring Nook, at Home, 

To take Reflection in! How looks the Wretch 

Whoſe Heart cries Villain to itſelf ?” I +, 

 BrookE's Guflavw Vaſe, 


© ® What! will this Penitence not move thee ? 
» ow | 

There is a roſe-lip'd * fits on high, 
_ 2 | 
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Who ever bends his holy Ear to Earth 

To mark the Voice of Penitence, to catch 

Her ſolemn Sighs, to tune them to his Ps 

And echo them in Harmonies divine 

Up to the Throne of Grace, Ev'n Heav'n is won 
By Penitence. | Mason's Elfride. 


REPUTATION. 


The pureſt Treaſure mortal Times afford, 
Is ſpotleſs Reputation: That away, 
| ; Men are but gilded Loam, or painted Clay. 
4 A Jewel in a ten times barr'd up Cheſt, 
= ' Is a bold oo in a loyal Brealt. 

| SHAKESPEAR's Richard II. 


Not * che Worſt ſtands in ſome Rank of Proſe 
SHAKESPEAR's King Lear. 


The Oath} and Stilneſs of your Youth, 
The World hath noted; and your Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeſt Cenſure. What's K atter, 
That you * your 9e thus, | 
And ipen your rich Inion —— _ 
Fl th Staxeopaan's Othelh.. 


1 Oh I have loſt my Reputation 


I have loſt the immortal Part of myſelf, | 
And what remains is beſtial — Thid. 


Good Name in Man or Woman 
Is the immediate ewel of our Souls. 
Who fteals my Purſe, ſteals, Traſh z tis Something, 

Nothing : 
"Twas mine, 'tis his, and "0 been Slave to Thouſands: 
Bat he thatfilches from me my good Name, 
Robs me of that which not enriches —_y , 
But makes — bt 


* 
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77 
The talking World may perſecute her Name. 
Her Honour bleeds not, 2 they wound her Fame: 
Honour's the Soul, which nought but Guild can wound, 
Fame is the Trumpet which the People ſound. 
DaveNanT's Siege of Rhoades. 


O Reputation! dearer far than Life, 
Thou precious Balſam, lovely, ſweet of Smell, 
Whoſe Cordial Drops once ſpilt by ſome raſh Hand, 
Not all the Owner's Care, nor the repenting Toil 
Of the rude Spiller ever can collect 
To its firſt N and native Sweetneſs, 
SEWELL's Sir Walter Raleigh, . 


* Doſt thou ke what Reputation is ? 


Upon a Tapes Reputation, pages. ang Deatb, 
Wou'd 08 oer the World; ad "ras concluded 
That they ſhould part, and * three ſeveral __ 


Death told 'em a ſhould find him in great Battles; of 

Or Cities viſited with Plagues: Love gives them 
Counſel 

To inquire for him mongſt unambitious Shepherds, 

Where Downes were not talk'd of; and ſometimes 

Mongſt quiet Kindted, that had nothing leſt em 


By their dead Parents: zut, ſays. Reputation, 
Do not forſake me; for it is my Ae * 
If once I part from any Man I meet. 
I am never found again! 

WEB STER 7 Unfortunate — oe. 


Had ee july fallen, your Name bad ben 
Been ftain'd to [ated Times with foal Reproach. | 
And what more dreadful; more 10 be abo d, 
Thak enn HS 
PaTiz30Nn's 4 minius. © 


E248 | RESIG 


, 
* 
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RESIGNATION. 


Our Lot, or g ardad; 'tis Heav'n appoints, 
And Heav'n's m_ are righteous ! n 
SnikLEY*s Parricide. 


* Augment the Woes ! compleat the diſmal Scene 

And to a breathleſs Bridegroom, add. the Sight 

Of all the Joys I ever yet have known, 

A Sacrifice to Death in thee, my Father! 

A Sigh might heave, a filent Tear deſcend, 

I might lament, but never would accuſe: _ 

Ev'n then ſhould Grief a Victim fall to hope 

For Reſtoration in another World. my 
8 , 


O fair Affliction] be thy Soul at Peace; 
I meant not to awake, but huſh thy Sorrows ; 
Yet think that Reſignation 1s a Daty ; 
For righteous ever is the Will of Heav'n. | 
| C1BBer's King John. 


* Accuſe not Heav'n's high Will 
Nor ſtruggle with the ten fold Chain of Fate 
That links thee to thy Woes! O, rather yield, 
And wait the happier Hour, when Innocence | 
Shall weep no more. Reſt in that pleaſing Hope, 
And yield thyſelf to'Heay*n. 
| | Barbareſſa. 


| * Bid her remember that the Ways of Heav'n, 
Tho? * are juſt: That oft” ſome Guardian 
ow'r 2 | 1 
Attends unſeen, to ſave the Innocent: 
But if high Heav'n decrees our Fall, O bid her 
Firmly to wait the Stroke; prepar'd alike 
To live or die. | 


— 


15⁴. 
5 RE TIR E. 
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Has not old Cuſtom made this Life more ſweet / 
Than that of painted Pomp? Are not theſe Woods / 
More free from Peril than the anxious Court ? 

And this our Life, exempt from publick Haunt; 
Finds Tongues in Trees, 'Books in the running 
Brooks, 1 | 
Sermons'in Stones, and Good in every TRAPE ER) 
—_ SHAKESPEAR's As you like it. 


Ah my J = thou but known the Joys which 
we 
With humble Fortunes, thou wouldſt curſe the Royalty! 
Had Fate allotted us ſome obſcure Village, 
Where only bleſt with Life's Neceſſaries 
We might have paſs'd in Peace our happy Days,. 
Free from the Cares which Crowns and Empires bring ! 
There no Step- Mother no ambitious Mother, 
No wicked Stateſman, would with impious Arts 
Have ſtrove to wreſt from us our ſmall Inheritance, 
Or ſtir the ſimple Hinds to noiſy Faction . 
Our Nights had been all bleſt with balmy Slumbers, 
And all our waking Hours been crown'd with Love! 
joy” Rowe's Ambitious Stepmather. 


Fly with me to ſome ſafe, ſome ſacred Privacy, 
There charm my Senſes with Semanthe's Accents, 
There pour thy Balm into my Love-ſick Soul, 
And heal my Cares for ever. ial. F& 4 

| | _ Rows": U.. 


Within an antient Foreſt's ample Verge, ' | © 
There ſtands a lonely, but a healthful ling, 
Built for Convenience and the Uſe of Liſe 
Around it Fallows, Meads, and Paſtures fair, 
Alittle Garden, and a limpid Brook, 

By Nature's own Ms ſeem diſpos'd; 
| 4 


8 Tue 12 7 
No Neighbours but a few poor fimple-Clowns, 


' Honeſt and true, with a well meaning P 3 
No Faction or domeſtick Fury's rage, | 
Did e er diſturb the Quiet of that Place. 
Row Jane Shore, 


| 

| 

| 

| 

| | 

| Leet me adviſe thee to retreat betimes 
| 

| 

| 

| 

| 


To thy paternal Seat, the Sabine Field, 

Where the great Cenſor toil'd with his own Hands, 
And all our frugal Anceſtors were bleſt 
In humble Virtues, and a rural Life ! - a 
There live retir'd ; pray for the Peace of Rome; 
Content thyſelf to be obſcurely good ! 

When Vice prevails, and impious Men bear Sway, | 
The Poſt of Honour is a private Station. 


App180N 7 can. | 


I fly from Care and Strife, | 
And gently Send the downward Path of Life : 
= No more-expoſe myſelf to Fortune's Sport, 
| The Noiſe of War or Whiſpers of a Court: 
| In letter'd Solitude unenvied reign, 

= Admire the Hills, but live upon the Plain, 
3 | SEWELL' 4 Sir K "Releigh. 


| we'll dy to dame fur diſtant lonely Villas e, 

[i Forget our former State, and breed with Slaves, 

| Sweat in the Rye of Day, and when Night comes 
With Bodies coarſely fill'd, and vacant Souls 
Sleep like the Jabour'd Hinds and never think, 
For if think again, I ſhall go-mad. Did. 


Let Love prevail, 
And A our Steps to unfrequented Scenes 
Of rural Freedom, Innocence; and Bae 
Your Paſſions, huſh'd on Aclize's Boom, , 
Ambition, Hate, Revenge ſhall die away: 
And theſe fond folding Arms bound all your Wiſhes : 
In Peace we'll paſs * in Love the n 
I o 
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Safe from the $tarms that-wok-the World around us 3 

And dwelling with the Villager, eoment, 

Laugh at che e Waren plant a Crown. | 
3? Jerragrs' 3 


* Well fly unto ſome diſtant Place 
Out of the teach # Fortune or its Frowns, 
And there ſeek out ſome rural ſweet Retreat, 
Beneath the Shelter of a filvan Sade, 
That neighbouring to it has a murm'r N 
Gliding its Silver Current gently 
So clear, that at all Titnes may be di "9" 
The ſhining Gravel and the pearly Shells : 
cy finny Fr „ as Flay he limp — 

utting in ve Play the 
0 „err s Fatal Lowe. 


—1 have lie Villa in the 4h, 
Alimpid Brook waters its verdant ea, | 
And various Scenes of Woodland, Hill, and Pits, 

Diverſify the beauteous Spot, replete 
With all that Nature, uncorrupted, wants ; 
The cleanly. Manſion in a Garden plac'd, 
(Tho! brcathiog Marble people not the Grots, 

Nor painted Triumphs aniniate the Wall) 
Is yet convenient——thither [1] retire. 
| Aa un Hard i . 


* Glad will Ithrow this Pomp aſide, Py 
And, inſtant with you ſeek ſome diſtant Country, 
Some gloomy Thracian Dale, where piny Haemus 
May wrap us in 1 able Shade : 

There, there, the coarſeſt Life, fed by hard Toi, 

Will be luxutious Eaſe do int I ell, 

To chis big Pang, that Tabours at my Heart, 

an ow my rr into Anguin. 
Tuounrson Age. 


— 


133 » Ya 
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* Yes we will go, my fuse. Iſnene, go, 
Where Sorrow's ſharpeſt Eye ſhall fail to ſind us. 
Where we may mix with Men; who'ne'er deceiv'd, -- 
And Women, born to be, the Charms they look. 
There is a Place which my Eumene: lov'd, 

Till Youth's fond Hope of Glory daſh'd his Peace, 
Where Nature, $16 4 noble, knows no Pomp ; 

And Virtue moves no Exvy ;—— Quiet Plenty, 
 Unartful Pleaſure, unaffected 12 3 "POE 
And ever-bluſhing, ever-guiltleſs Modeſty py 
Cloathe Love, and Tafte, and Converſe, neatly fine: 
Unloaded with their Tinſels. . 

| —_ HII I“ Merope. 


* How nobly does this venerable Wood, 
Gilt with the Glories of the orient dun, 
Emboſom yon fair Manfion I the ſoft iir 
Salutes me with moſt cool and temp'rate Breath; 
And as I tread, the Flow'r-beſprinkled Lawn 
Sends up a Gale of Fragrance, I ſhould gueſs, 
Tf e'er Content deign'd viſit mortal Clime, 
This was her Place of deareſt Refidence 

Mason Elfriaa. 


Wich thee my fweeteſt Comfort, I'll retire- 
From ſplendid Palaces, and glittering Throngs, 
To tive emboſom'd in the Shades of Joy ; 
Where ſweet Content extends her friendly Arms, 
And gives increafing Love a laſting Welcome. © 
With thee Fl! timely fly from proud Oppreſſion; 
Forget our Sorrows, and be bleſs'd for ever. 

: | Jos“ Barb of Ee. 


© Then let us hence from this deteſted Place; 
My reſcu'd Soul diſdains the Houſe of Greatneſs ;. - 
Where humble Honeſty can find no, Shelter. 
From hence we'll fly where Love and Virtue call, 
Where Happineſs invites that With of all; 
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With ſweet Content enjoy each bliſsful Hour 
Beyond the Smiles of Fraud, or Frowns of Power. 
; Jonx' Earl of E ex. 


RETREAT, 
Proud in his Loſs, and riſing in his Fall, 


He at the laſt, retreated like a Lion, 
Whom a bold Band of Huntſmen having found, 


And dar'd to raiſe, he rolls his Eyes around, 

Laſhing his Sides, and tearing up the Ground: 
With Trouble from tch' unequal Skirmiſh goes, 
Majeſtick ſtalks along, and turns upon his Foes. 


R. E VE NG E. See JEALOUSY, 


Revenge and Pleaſure 8 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the Voice 1 Y 


Of true Decifion. . ' -- it 
© SHAKESPEAR'?s Troilus and Creſſida. - 


Vengeance in my Heart, Death in my Hand! / 
Blood and Revenge are brooding in my Skull! _ / 
1+, +. SHAKESPEAR.'s Titus Andronieus. 


Now might I do it now he's praying: 
And now IH do't; and ſo he goes to Heaven! | 
And ſo am I reveng'd ! That would be ſcann d: 

A Villain kills my Father; and for that 
I. his foul Son, do this ſame Villain ſend 
To Heav'n! Oh! this is Hire and Salary, not Re- 

-venge!: 8 Sos * 
He took my Father groſly, full of Bread, | 
Wich all his Crimes broad blown, and freſh as May. 
And how his Audit ſtands, who knows fave Heav'n _ 
A. in dur Circumſtance, and Courſe of Thought, 
is heavy with him! Am I then reveng d. 

To take him in the purging of the Soul, 


When 


| 


1 Had Stomach for them all 
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When he is fit and ſeaſon d for his Paſlage ?- 
No! up Sword, and know thou a more borrid Bent 1 
When he is drunk, aſleep, or in his Rage, 

Or in th' inceſtuous Pleaſure of his Bed ! 

At gaming, ſwearing;.or' about ſome AR 

That has no Reliſh * Salvation in it ! 

Then trip him. that his Heels may kick at Heav'n, 
And 21 his Soul may be as damn'd. and black _ 
As Hell whereto it goes. Then I with Wings as ſwift 
As Meditation, or the Thoughts of Love, ! L 


Will ſw to. Reven 
12 ws 1 Handi. | 


O that the Slave had fo Ar- ee — 


One is too poor, too weak 
I wou'd have him nine Years a Thing. * 
SHAKESPEAR' , 04. 


Like to the Pontic Sea, 
Whoſe icy Current and compulſive Courſe, 
Ne'er knows retiring Ebb, dot Keeps due on 
To the Propontic the Helleſpont : 
Ev'n ſo my bloody Thou ghts, with bloody Pace, 
Shall ne'er look back, ne er ebb to humble Love; 


Till that a capable, and a _—_ Ro | 
Swallow them up. * g {, Ks i. 


ta lt i Hai bon Lins may great Rvengs 
$14 vn _—”* 


What ſervile — rl abjelt Slave, 
That lick'd the Duſt where er his Mafter trod, 
Bounded not from the Earth upon his Fee 15 
And ſhook- his Chains, that heard of dra 

eance ! 

Who, that e e er heard the Cauſe, applauded not 


That Roman We Revenge? 


uks TER“ e 2 
Ob! 


* g 
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Oh ! what a Conflict do I feel l How am 
Toſs'd like a Ship, twixt two encount'ring Tides | - 
Love that was baniſh'd hence. would 75 return, 
And force an Entrance: But Revenge! 

Revenge! the Porter of my Soul is deaf, rf 
Deaf as the Adder, and as full of Poiſon't- bg ta. 
Mighty Revenge { that fingly can'ſt oerthros , .. 
All thoſe joint Pow'rs which Nature, Virtue, Honour 


Can raiſe luſt een | 
2 408. Dexuam's Sophy. 


'Tis brave and- noble, when the falling Weight 
Of my own Ruin cruſhes thoſe I hate. 5 


Let not Medea's | dreadful Vengeance ſtand 
A Pattern more, but draw you, own ia herce, 
It may for ever be tl” Ori riginal 
Touch not, but daſh wi Strokes ſo bravely den, 
Till you have form'd a Face of jo mach Horror, 
That gaping Furies may run frighted back!! 
That Fury may devour herſelf tor Madneſs, 
And fad 2's Head be tarn'd in Stone.” 1 

LIS. —— 


ves, 4 Alexander, now thou pay'ſt me well: 
Blood for a Blow is Intereſt indeed! 
Methinks I am grown taller with the „ 
And ſtanding ſtrait on this majeſtic Pile, _ 
I hit the Clouds, Seam... 
id. 


Peace then, full Heart! move like a Cloud about } 
And when Time ripens thee to break, O ſhed 


4 


The Stack of all thy Poiſon en hi Fe: 
Tho! the Rasch nn Nd wüde 
That all the Labours of the were ſeen,” © 


44 Alexander ſtood on th other Side, 1 


5 a rhis PAK to the Gate of Death. 


| 
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I'd leap the burning Ditch to give him Death, 
Or fink myſelf for ever * 
id. 


Remember he's a Man : His Fleſh is ſoft, 
And penetrable as a Girl's: We've ſeen him wounded; 
A Stone has ſtruck him, yet no Thunder- bolt: 
A Pebble fell'd this Jupiter along | 
A Sword has cut him, and a Janalia of 'd him; | 
A Surfeit, nay, a Fit of common Sickneſs, 


Bid. 


Down ſrugy gling Nature,, 
Be ſtrangl'd in me al * all Thoughts 
Of Pity * Yet I will be calmly eruel, 


Nor ſhatl he find the Depth of A Reven . 
E's Mit ter. 


. the 4arling Attribute of Heav'n ! 
But Man unlike his Maker, bears too lo 
Still more expos'd, the more he pardons Wrong: = 
Great in forgiving, and in ſuff ring brave; 
To be a Saint, he makes himſelf a Slave. 
Dzypen's | Spaniſe Friar. 


My Ven eance, ri ripen'd i in the Womb of Time, 
Preſſes for Birth, and longs to be diſclos c. 


Darnzx' Duke of Guiſe. 


My Brain runs this and that Way; "twill not fix 


On' aught but Ve * 
8 nge | Bid: 


"= 


| Jealouſy of Love 1 
Greater than Fame Thou eldeft * all Paſſions r 
Or rather all in one ! I here invoke thee, 


Where'er thou'rt thron'd, in Air, or Earth, or Hell. | 


Bring me to my Revenge, to Blood and Ruin. 


Ibid. 


9 | Revenge. 


Derr 
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Revenge, th Attribute of Gods !they- ſtamp'd * 


With ** your —_ on our Natures, 
—OTwar”; 2 Preſero d. „ 


Id have thee be a Man, if poſſible, 
And keep thy Temper; for a brave Revenge ah 
Ne'er comes too late. 0 Id. 


- 
* 
* 


A baſe Revenge is Vengeance © on my ſell. by. ds 
: Darn "Don daten. 


All Stratagems are lawfat in Revenge: 
Promiſe, deceive, betray, or break your Tru * 
Who rights his Honour, cannot be nnjuft. | 

RAvENSCROPT'S Halian Hu uband. . "= 


That — Revenge comes ſmiling to hag; 
A pen ee" my Heart in dying. 
| | (i Row Fair Pemient. 


Will I revenge her? Yes, at ſuch a Rate, , 
That even the World's laſt Age ſhall hear and 4 of 
Oh! I will take the Villain in his Height! . 
Yes, in the Height of his preſumptuous as Pride, 
And in the Foam. of all ifs bluſt'rin e > 
And when he's moſt ſecure, and Os. » 1 | 
Then _ 3 from his FR d on * 


And N the AﬀeBiation of Divinity, 
Down, down to the Abyſs ! But daſh him 1 | . 
That he may feel the Blow, and die blaſ 2008 

Humble his Pride, iſh his mad R 
And kill the Tyrant firſt, and then the ant! 


Day's: s Appius and Wenn, £ 
Oh m. Mandane, 


The 8 by dreadful Means beſtow Succeſs, * 9 
And in their Vengeance moſt ſeverely bleſs; | 


Pram thy bright-ſtroaming Eyes ot Triumphs flow; 


— 


And ſatisfy my 


38 


And point po Sting of Death — uard, guard her 


Will ſhe not then feel theſe tormenting Pa ng 4 
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The Tyrant falls; Mandant ſtrikes the Blow. 1 

So the fair Moon when Seas well high and pour 

A waſteful Deluge on the — Shore; 

Inſpires the Tumult from her clouded Throne, 

Where ſilent, penſive, pale, the fits alone, * 

And all the diſtant Ruin is her own. | 
Youn 7 mans." 

* I'll at my Ven 


With this Right-hand, 11 ſee t — Tyrant, 
You, Zatima, retain my Rival hos, 
Her Shrieks ſhall waken his expuing Spirit, 


I'll be her faithful Servant AL — My Hate 
Defends her Life— Yes, if to fear his Loſs 

Was almoſt fatal. What muſt be her Torture 
When ſhe beholds him pale and dead before her? 
When thoſe fair Lights, that twin'd their wanton 


With hers, and fill'd her Love with curs'd Delight, 
Are fix'd— When mg dear Lips, that -2;0 av 
Are ſpoil'd of Breath ; mange 3 


That ſtab my Heart, rage and deſpaff lie me? 
She will, that — ſhall avenge her Treaſon,” | 


Cn. Jonn 07 alen. 


Let em centre in Revenge 
The Sun's expanded Beams are weak and * 
But burn, and blaze, collected in os Lf 
And to this Ppint-L ell We l 
My Vengeance. 140 
ManTyy' s Timoleon, 


Come, Siſter Furies 
Daughters of Hate and H ! ariſe, inflame / 
9 murderous Purpoſe; pour into my Vie 


bout 
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Your Gall,. your Scorpion-ſeines, your keen H. 


That 39 Madnoſ 3 ll oy burning Vea 


* My Soul exults, dilated ; the big Hope | 
Of Vengeance is in View. —One only Day! __ 
Fo Between the LING Wy 0s” 
it, Three of my Foes muſt die ; the guilty Huſband, 
The Father, and the Bride. mall I end 
them ? 
er Ten thouſand Ways croud on my raptur'd Brain, 
| And each demands Precedence. Oh! my Heart 
Bounds lightly, and ſprings forward to the Work, 


Diſburthen'd of has A :— Godlke V 


n. — pay * 
n Inſpi ext Roncaghy to ons 
— "<0, Cou OY 
| That no Appearance of Deſign be ſeen. __ 
„ Haſte to Craterut, as a Slave inform him, 


Thy Miſtreis might, perhaps, clear the Plot ; 
Throw” 't in its 1 ay 83 bh Derschen from me; a 
This ſhall have good Effect. The ſpecious Fruth, 1 
That ſeems extorted, ſhall have double Wache RE" 
It cannot fail: Pl feaſt me on the Thou ; * 5 
To _—_ Revenge, to make more ſure he Blow, | 
s with cautious Steps, * 
From % Time, 1 that may my Hopes 2 
Eager 11 ſnatc li the Bliſs, ruminate my 67. on 
„ FrowpE's Pbilotas. 


e chou Banguer of the 
And let me er Appetit. oF 
Inſpire me, „ thou ſubtleſt Fury, 
d ar ul che Weakneſs of my = 


« 


Abd 


9s We Brauries of 


And make me maſculine in my Attempts. . © 
Some Women have done Wonders in their Rage ! 
Why ſhould not I, for I have Cauſe prodigious ! 
Nature, for ever here I baniſh thee : 

Remorſe and Conſcience, Pity, all farewel ; 
Inſtruct me Malice, and aſſiſt me Hell. 


* To the juſt Gods, not us, pertaineth Venge- 
ance. THOMPSON's Agamemnon, ' 


* Come, dire Revenge! thou melancholy God ! | 


That comforts the Diftreſs'd with ſhadowy Hoping: ! 
Strengthen our willing Hands, | 


a | Hill's Alxira. 
Revenge, thou com'ſt too ſudden ; 

And riſeſt to my View in ſuch a Form, 

So ſhocking, ſo tremendous, that my Soul 


Shrinks with Horror now I ſhould embrace thee. 
LiLLo's Elmeric. 


What ſaidſt thou? What, againſt the Powers 
Hof Vengeance? 

The Gods gave honeſt Anger, juſt Revenge, 

To be the awful Guardians of the Rights 

And native Dignity of Human-kind. 

O were it not o them, the ſaucy World 

Would grow a noiſome Neſt of little Tyrants ! 


Yea! 
Each Carrion Crow, on Eagle R jay 
Would peck his Eyes out, and the Mongrel Cur 


At Pleaſure bait the Lion. 6's 44 
| WS THrHoOMPsON's Coriolanus. 


Sweet Vengeance calls: Nor ever call'd a 
1 od n on oy 

Such ſwift Obedience : Like the _ Wheel, 

I kindle in the Courſe ; I'm there already ; 

Snatch the bright Weapons; bound into my Seat ; 

Strike; triumph: See him gaſping on the . 
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And Life, Love P he Amon mel ſpringing from . 


When godlike Ends by 6 unjuſt 11 
The great Reſult adorns the daring Deed, - 
Virtue's a Shackle under fair Diſs viſe, 

To fetter Fools, while we bear off the Prize. 


| Youne' 5 Brothers, 


'* Now Vengeance fleet my Heart! 
Offended Woman, whalſt her Pride remains, 
To Malice only and Revenge will bow, 

And every Virtue at that Altar facrifice. 


| Jonzs' Earl of Her. 
RI c H Es. 
* Plutu; the God of Riches, | ö 
When he is ſent by 7 upiter, to any Man, / 1 


He goes limping, to ſignify that Wealth _ 
That comes on God's Name, comes flowly, but when 
- he's ſent 
On the Devil's Errand, he rides Poſt, and comes. in 
by Scuttles. 
 WeBsTER's en Dacbeſ, &c. 


R 1 VAI. See 68th: Cee TurzzcaTiON. ood 
' 
Lond cannot, like the Wind, itſelf. convey -- 
To fill two Sails, tho' both are ſpread one Way. 
HowarD's Indian Queen. . 


When Fame's the Miſtreſs, more than ons atv tf 
prove 
Happy at once: But tt 'tis not ſoi in "7 Frag 4-0 
owa Feſta! Pope 


Lovers, like Miſers; cannot bear the Stealth . 
Of the leaſt Trifle from their endleſs Wealtn. 


SuDLEY” and 
s Antony Gars 


F 228 4 
1411 {3 4 
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Lare, and a Crown, no 1 br 
All en inn. d are * — with Fear. 
Daros  Aurengzebs. / 


And ſhall the Daughter ot Darius hold him? 
That p poor: Gurl, that Ape of my. Ambition | 0 

Who cry d for Milk, 9 T was nurs d in Blood! 
Skall ſhe, made up of wat'ry Element, 
A Cloud; ſhall ſhe embrace my proper God, 
While I am caſt like Lightning from his — | 
No, I muſt ſcorn to prey on common Things: | 
Tho? hurl'd to Death by this difdainful Joe, 
I will rebound to my on Orb of Fire, 
And with the Rack tag all the Heay'ns expire 

+» 1 "Lee's Alexander, 


Roxana then enjoys my my perjr ur'd. Love] - 
Roxana claſps my Monarch in her 97 * 
Doats on my Conqu * my dear Lord, my Nas! ü 
ours his Lips, eats him with hungry Kiſſes ! 
She graſps him all! She, the curſed happy ſhe! 
By Heay'n I cannot bear it ! tis too much! 
I'll die, or rid me of this burnin Torture! 
I will haye Remedy ; I will, I will, 
Or grow diſtrafted ! Madnels may throw off 
This mighty Load, and drown he flaming n 


8 


Oh! I ſhall find Roxana in his Arms, 3 
And taſte her Kiſſes left upon his Lips: 
Her curs'd Embraces have defil'd his Body, 
Nor ſhall 1 meet the-wonted Sweetneſs thete, - 
But AMI zr „and aking Oqours. 


Ne i. 
-Methinks ra⸗ her 2 O che Torment 
Buſy for Bliſs, and full of 


Expectation, 
he: adorn her Head, an e bor he 


2 „ 


m nr AO 1 « ” om 
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Languiſhes in her Glaſs; tries alt her Locle 
Steps to the Door, and liſtens for his coming: 8 
Runs to the Bed, aud kneels, and » and wiſhes! 
Then lays the Pillow eaſy for his He 
Warms it with Sighs, 'a moulds it 11 her Kiſſes 7 
O I am loſt ' Torn wich Imagination 

Kill me Caſurder, kill me inſtantly; - 
Thor EN havnt rants. a thouſand Devils! 8 


FA 
” 
# 


My Life! my Sol My al! gane her him! 
0 fart np yr rnd yo ne MET EY 


What! ſhall n triumph in m —_ F 
Shall ſhe enjoy him all, while J hand witking, 


And like a Sit dee am 1 Hen. 1 wi 
O Hell! it mads my Reaſon: hut to think unt! NM 
I ſhall become their May: game: TE $1 
At their looſe: Intervals of calmer Lore 
She'll hang upon this Lips, and bag him tell 
The Story of my: Paſſion o'er again | 
Which he relates; and with a ſcornful Smile p 
Adds to my Shame, 10 make the Girl more vain: | 
fe. ($ourienN's Tg Prat, 
2 7 6.37 N. hs 
My F bo was $4 s * 7 
And — rae their imagin' d Blifs: 1 72 
dome D — have isn, and tack the 
> 
Have ſwallow'd him, and lf the longing Bride” * 
In Ane ob; re 94/1 Love. 211 
Darpzxw'- Don/Sebafias..! 
"£338 
_ Ev'n, Love's b ire tog! the noble Soul, Ar 
Like Kings, is covetous of fingle Sway 1 
Darokx' King Ger, | 
* 


1 


» 


= 
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My Rival too! his laſt Thoughts bung on hers, 0 
And as he parted left a Bleſſing for herr 
Shall ſhe be bleſt and I be curſt for —. +& 

No, ſince her Beauty was the Cauſe 
Of all my Suff rings, let her ſhare my Pains, 
Let her like me of every Joy forlorn, 

} Devote the Hour when ſuch a Wretch was born: 
Like me to Deſarts and to Darkneſs run, 
Abhor the Day, and curſe the golden Sun, 

Caſt every Good and every Hope behind. 
Deteſt the Works of Nature, loath Mankind ; , 
Like me with Cries diſtracted fill the Air, 
Tear her poor Boſom, rend her frantick Hair, 
And prove the Torments of the laſt Deſpair. 
RowE' Jane _—_ 


I'll not waſte m 75 3 

No, they ſhall all carefully be 
For this deteſted Rival. Whoe'er he be,, 
May Fortune ſeem to ſmile upon their Wiſhes, 
But when they re juſt upon a Brink of dre 

Secure of Diſappointment, may ſhe then 
Sever their Loves, rn from each other. 
25 ig 8s ov 9 I | 


Oh . blen G: 
The direful Curſes which Lwou'd denounce. 
| that Foe who robs me of my * 
Ay he be fatisfy'd he has a Rival. 

125 never know the Perſon. So that he 
May feel the Pangs 1104 Throws "Yi I endure, ” 
be as exquiſite a Wretch as be 8 

Who makes him ſo. : 1 id. 


Thy Hate a ainſt him; if ug Frick — 
Is mild as Childrens undeſigning Friendſhip ; 

In Glory he's thy Rival, a. 4 Love, 
Thee he debars from Greatneſs, me from Hegg“ 


His 


1 Sy 8 — th. — r 
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His Crime's the ſame © | 

With his, who. rival'd the great Thunderer, 

Therefore it is but juſt, his Puniſhment - / 

Should be the ſame, which that raſh Fool endur d; 

O were it in my Power to make his Pains e 

As laſting too like that, this bold Ixion 

Should ſuffer in a Circle of freſh Woe, 

A Round of ſtill returning Torment feel, 

And groan out Ages on the racking Wheel. 1 
Ibid. 


My Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
Shriek in thy Ears, and ſtalk before thy Eyes 3 
In Death I M triumph o'er my Rival's Charms, 
And chill thy Bl when cad within her Arms. 
Tenne 5 nne 
Oh the Pain of Pains, 4 ROY eng 
Is when the fair one, whom our Soul is bond of * 
Gives Tranſport, and receives it from another. bq A 
a il. 
Who is it, tell me, who enjoys thy Smile. | 
There is a happy Man, I ſwear there is 
I know it by your Coldneſs to your Friend, © 
That Thought has fix'd a Scorpion on my Heart, -_ 
That ſtings to Death. © 
Have I forſook myſelf, forgone my Temper | [+ 
Headtong to all the gay Delights of Vouth, 
And fall'n in Love with Virtue moſt ſevere, * 
Turn'd ſuperſtitious to make thee my Friend ; 
Gods ! have I ſtruggled thro' the powerful Reaſons, 
| That ſtrongly combated my fond R Reſolves,.... 
„ Was Wealth o'erlook'd and Glory of no Weight, Fs 
w My Parents Crown forgot, and my own Sade, 
. And all to be refus d to ſooth your Pride, E 
And make PEST Fn nds ivy: 


LES . 27 
8. 8 ot 0 - #*& © 44 4a And 
ba — 2 
. | 
* £ 
His 


And make them an Excuſe for eater Fondbeſs, 
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And did the figh, and did he drop a Tear, 
The Tears the ſhed for me are ſurely mine, 
And ſhall another dry them 'on thoſe Cheeks, 


Shall I aſſiſt the Villain in his Joys: 

No, I will tear her from him, a 

I'd grudge her Beauties to the Gods that gave them. 
Tov Bujiris, 


Ka Another's Paſſion 
Warm on that Lip, another's burning Arms 
Strain'd round the lovely Waiſt for which 1 die, 
And ſhe conſenting wooing growing to him ; 
What golden Seenes when abſent Ta I feign, 
What lovely Pictures did I draw in Air, | 
What Luxury of Thought! and fee my Fate 
Shall then my Slave enjoy her, and. I languiſh 
In my triumphant Car, my Foot on Purple, 
And o'er my Head a Canopy of Gold, 
Fate in my Nod, and Monarchs in my Train, 
RC,” I 2 a Wiſh, 

ut ruition taught me to forget it. 
n lace , 8 


Ibid. 


And am I d by. my late 
And have I loſt my Conqueſt. 


ROM B, ROMAN S, Arie. 
„ Theſe Roman, who contemn the Thrones of 
Kings 


By this their Inſolence to Majeſty, 


Betray the Rancour of their vain Ambition. 


Tis. not the King they hate, but kingly Right: 


They ſcorn our ez from Want of Birth to wear 
There's what recoils 5 
And turns deſponding 


b 4 
inſt their ſecret Wiſhes, 


nvy into Virtue. | 
C1BBER's Cæſar in Egypt. 
Won”. 


or bd pry hd hand 


he 


* 
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* The Romans ſhall not hurt you Roman 
cannot; 
For Rome is generous as the Gods themſelves, 
And honours, not inſults, a generous Foe. | 


HOMPSON's Sophoni/ba, 


* What Peace with Rome ? 

With Tyrant Ro ? who treads on Necks of 
ngs, Ki 

And leads the Nobies of the Earth in Triumph; 
Who ruſhing impious from the Robber's Den, 
Uſurp'd Dominion o'er the Nations round ; 
Who till purſuing War's inhuman Ways, 
Unrighteous ua her Terrors o'er the World. 
Diſſembling, hollow, ſelfiſh, proud, and cruel : 
What War has ſhe made juſtly ? or, what Peace, 
What equal Peace concluded with the Free! 
No; Peace with her is Slavery, certain Chains, 
Inexorable Fate. Trend Arminius, 


ROME, Modern. 
* Her + Sons malicious Clemency ſhall ſpare. 


To form new Legends ſanctify new Crimes, 


To canonize the Slaves of Superſtition, 21 
And fill the World with Follies and Impoſtures, 
Till angry Heav'n ſhall mark them out for Ruin, 
And War o'erwhelm them in their Dreams of Vice. 
5 S8 . Jonnson' Tree. 


„The holy Sword of Rome, you ſee, forlakes 
| you 3-- © "SD 'S, 
Her Politicks, like other mortal Motives, 
Begin their wiſer Charities at Home ; | 
Let but her pious Views be gorg'd with Pow'r, 
Her full Contentment flumbers in her Chair, 
And leaves Devotion for the vulgar Comfort! : 
'  CiBBBR's King alu. 
, ; *} 
| + Rome's : | 
: Vor. III. F ; R O Y. 


— 
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| ROYALTY. 


* When that Power, whoſe Will is Fate, 
Firſt call'd me to the Cares of Royalty; © 

And when thoſe Cares had waken'd me to Thought, 

To grave Reflection; Ignorance, I found, 

Black, heavy, total, had o'erſpread my Realms, 

Her ſteril Darkneſs, to a People rude 

As Nature, at the Birth of Human-kind, 

Seem d venerable ; ſeem d the proper State 

Of Greatneſs: And as Blindneſs is moſt vain, 

The proud Barbarians, all they knew not, ſcorn'd. 

Amid this general Night I turn'd my View | 

Back to th enlighten'd Times of Greece and Rome, 

The Times of Science and of glorious Deed ; 

And ſaw with pleaſing Wonder to what Heights 

Inſtruction and Example lift the Mind ! 

Their Story I revolv'd ; and reverent own'd 

Their poli- d Arts of Rule, their human Virtues ; 

'The Luftre and the Dignity of Man. 

Till, what I long admir'd, at laſt I try'd 

To emulate: Nor found t 2 Trial vain. 

Hence was my Soul with noble Aims enlargd 

In War and Peace Heaven ſeconded my Cares : 

My ory, $a” fear d, my Subjects bleſt my Sway: 

But chief my Family, where blood-ſtain'd Rage 

No longer rioted in Scenes of Death. | 
4 pnapy MaLLET's Maple. x 


* Ts this a juſt Return of all my Care ? 
My anxious toilſome Days, and watchful Nights ? 
Have I ſent forth a Wiſh, that went not freighted 
With all my People's Good ? Or bave I Life 
Or Length of Days defir'd, but for their Sake? 
The public Good is all my private Care. 

Have I not ever thought the meaneſt Subject, 
Oppreſs'd by Power, was, on his juſt Complaint, 
Above a King? What Brit; Bolom has 


* 
J 


Sails, 
And left that Bay where Simoiz and Scamander 
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By foreign Tyranny: been griev'd, 8 
1 os not felt as mine, as mine redreſe d? 
Or have I juſtly made a ſingle Man 


My Foe ? Jons's Earl V Efex. | 
RUFF I A N. 


| „ Remoarſe and Pity 
Ars Tactngnee.t6 thy, haner- Whene'er they plead 
I'm adamant: Weeping I never knew ; 
Nature has form'd me rough; and ſince ſtern For- 


tune 
Denies me her beſt Bleſſings (Pow'r and Riches) | 


n War with heir Poſſeſſors. 
, Mazsu's Au. 


. K 
r 
* 
- 
” 
” 
PU = 
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-SAILING:. 


HE threaden Sails 
„ the inviſible and Sa 


* day doe essa. 
res 


the lofty un 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry v. 


When Barks glide ſlowly thro' the lazy Main, 


The baM'd Pilots turn the Helm in vain ; 
When driven by Winds, they cut the foamy Way, 
The Rudders govern, and the Ships obey. 


SmiTH's Pheadra and Igeln. 
* When to the joyous Breeze we ſpread our 


F 2 Mix 
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Mix with the rapid Hell:fpont ; while Troy, 

Or what was Troy,” yet wreathing ſmoak to Heaven, 

And Iaa's woody Top receding, ſunk: © 

Beneath the trembling Main, the Sky was fair; 

And, wing'd our Courſe with ſlender Airs, we ſail'd, 

'Till ſtrait, as Evening fell the fluttering Gale, 

Encreaſing gradual from the red North-eaſt, 

Blew ftiff and fierce ; at laſt the Tempeſt howl'd : 

Next Morning nought but angry Seas and Skies 

Appear'd, conflicting round. Mean Time, right on 

Our ſtrong-ribb'd Veſſel drove before the Blaſt 

That falling ſomewhat off its Fury, gave us 

A quick auſpicious Voyage, Safe we paſs d 

The Cyclad Iſles, that, o'er. the troubled Deep 

Seem'd then to float amidſt the mingled Storm. 
THOMPSON's Agamemnon, 


| ® This” Sterne and Temipeſts ſo de Salo 
rives, 

Whilſt ev'ry Element in Combat ſtrives; | 
Loud roars = enter fierce the Lightning 

es | | | 
Winds wildly rage ! and Billows tear the Skies ! 
Safe thro' the War her Courſe the Veſſel ſteers, 
The Haven gain'd, the Pilot drops his Fears: 
'Thence, ſmiling, he to ſmoother Scenes looks on, 
And thinks no more of Dangers paſt and gone. 

_ © SHIRLEY's Parricide, 


 $SALUTATIONi#n a Morninc to the 


SULTAN. 


Firſt Officer, bebind the Throne. © 


1 * The fragrant Health 
Of Morning when it ſhines, the gentle Calm 
Of Evening when its dewy Shades deſcend, - 


1; et 
2 * 
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Repoſe on SOLYMAN ; and make his Breaſt 
A Paradiſe of Sweets. To him, the King 
Of Kings, the Lord of Weſt and Eaſt, belong 
Juſtice and Mercy ; to chaſtiſe all Vice, 

, Nod to reward Virtue. . 


Second Officer on the Left. 


Y Yet this Prince, | 
This firſt of Monarchs, mi mighty, and renown'd, 
Shall die ! Mill die! ſhall die! 


Third Officer, on the Right. 


Praiſe be to him 
Who lives for ever. 


"ou _MauLar's Abbots. 5 


8 COR N. | 
4 Oh ! wha a deal of Scorn looks beauifil 


In the Contem and Anger of her Lip! 3 
a " SHAKBSPEAR s Kane log Night. | 


Love will not always laſt, 
When urg'd with long Unkindneſs and Dicdain! JF 


Daros All for Love, 


Since Athenais ſcorns thee, take a _ 
Your ill tim'd Honours, take em, take em, Gods, 

And change me to ſome humble Villager, _ _ 

If fo, at laſt for Toils at ſcorching Noon, 1 

In mowing Meadows, or in reaping Fields; I 
At Night ſhe will but crown me with a Smile, 
Or reach my „an to bleſs me 


LAS“ Tbeodoſius. | 
Oh !. what a \ Thing, ye Gods, is Scorn or Pity ! 
"Gap apc, Heaven, the Hate of all Mankind ; E 
Lo 


* 


p ', Mont 


102 The BravTigs of 


Load me with Malice, Erivy, Deteſtation ; 
Let me be horrid to all Apprehenfionz 
Let the World ſhun me, ſo I ſcape but Scorn 

| Lt E's Theodofis. 


I feel your Scorn cold as the Hand of Death. 
Ds xpen's Tyrannick Love. 


*Tis ſweet to love; but when with Scorn we meet, 
Revenge ſupplies the Loſs with Joys as great. 
; © Lans8pown's Britiſh Inchanters, 
How ſhall I teach my Eyes | 

To look with Scorn on Objects us'd to pleaſe : 
Who never ſaw the Roſe, might ſay twas foul, 


The Sweetneſs known is hard to be forgot, 
| SEWELL's Sir Walter Raltlgh. | 
* Ah ! Can you bear Contempt? The venom'd 
Tongue  __ | 
Of thoſe whom Ruin pleaſes ? The keen Sneer, 
The lewd Reproaches of the Raſcal Herd; 
Who for the ſelf-ſame Actions, if ſucceſsful, _ 
Would be as groſsly laviſh in your Praiſe ?—— 
To ſum up all in one—Can you ſupp 
The ſcornful Glances, the malignant Joy, 
Or more deteſted Pity of a Rival? ? 
Of a triumphant Rival? 
a N THOMPSON's Agamemnon. 
'S$SCULL. | 


Ham. Alas, poor Yorick, I knew him well; Horatio ; 
a Fellow of infinite Jeſt, of moſt excellent Fancy: 
He hath born me on his Back a thouſand Tiihes ; and 
how abhorr'd my Imagination is l my Gorge nies at 
it! Here hung thoſe Lips that I have kiſs d I know 
not how oft. Where be your Jibes now ? Vour Ham- 
bols ? Your Songs ? Your Flaſhes of dene that 
were wollt to ſet the Table in an Uproar? one 


C now 
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now to mark your own Jeering-! Quite Chap- fallen 
Now get you to my Lady's Chamber, and tell her. 
let her paint an Inch thick: To this Favour the muſt 
come: Make her laugh at that. Prithee, Horatio, 
tell me one Thing. 

Hor. What's that, my Lord? . 

Ham. Do'ſt theo think Alexander lock id othis 

Faſhion in the Earth ? ** 

Hor. Even ſo, my Lord. . 

Ham. To what baſe Uſe we may return, "Horatio! 
Why may not Imagination trace the noble Duſt of 
Alexander, till he find it ſtopping a Buag hole? 

Hor. 'T were to conſider too curiouſly to conſider ſo. 

Ham, No Faith, not a Jot: But to follow him 
thither with Modeſty enough, and Likelihood to lead 
it; as thus: Alexander died ; Alexander was buried; 
Alexander return'd into Duſt : The Duſt is Earth; of 
Earth we make Loam: And why of that Laam, 


whereto he was converted, might not they ſtop a 
Barrel ? 


\ —_— Cb dead and turn'd to Clay, 4 
ht ſtop a Hole to the Wind away. 7 | 
that the Earth, which kept the World in Awe, 
Should patch a var texpell the Winter's Flaw. 
| | SBAKESPBAR 5 ack | 
SECRET. || 
Secrets are edged Tools, 


And muſt be kept from Children and from Fools. KY 
DRYDEN's Marriage A PO 
" + Wel-ylalock | any” 
Our ſafeſt Secrets ; ſhed mm each other 


Our tendereſt Cares; an quite unbar thoſe Bos“ 
Which ſhall be ſhut to all Mankind beſides 


Ls“ s Theedefius. 
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Be ſecret and diſcreet : Love's fairy Favours 
Are loſt, when not conceal'd. 
Dzxvypen's Spaniſh Friar, 


Your Ik ts are ſtill as much your own, 
As when you opt the Key of your own Breaſt, 
Daros Duke of Gmi/e. 


I never ſpeak, 
Not when alone, for fear ſome Fiend ſhould hear, 
And blab my Secret out. tbid. 


— 


Tis Heaven alone can tell 
How fatally the Secret ſtruggles here : 
With what impetuous Force it beats my Breaſt, 
And tears away my Quiet in its Way. 
SOUTHERN”; s Diſappointment, 


Be ſecret all : Be huſh'd, 
As Urns and Monuments, that never blab. 
Lz“ s Maſſaere of Paris. 


He who truſts a Secret to his Servant, 
| Makes his own Man his Maſter. 
| Dixvpey' 5 Anphytrien 


A mighty Secret bers 3 in my Soul; 
And like a ruſhing Stream, breaks down the Dams, 


To find a Vent ! 
Dzvypan's Love Triumphant. 


: Oh! I will keep this Secret! 
gNo Racks, no Shame, ſhall ever force it from me 
4 SMT“ Phedra and H yppolitus. 


"0 Long has this Secret ſtruggl'd in my Breaſt; 
Long has it rack'd and rent my __— q * 2 
id. 


ooner theſe en Leaves ſhall find a 
And' 


Voice, 
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And tell the Secrets, of their conſcious Walks: 
Sooner the Breeze ſhall catch the flying Sounds, 


And ſhock the TYM: with a Tale 87 reaſon. 
8. Jouns0N's Treue. 


s EDITION. 


Sedition ever treads upon the einn ...- ++ 
Of Victory: The Soldiers, when no more | 
Their foreign Foes invite them to the Field, 

Taught to diſpute, raiſe new inteſtine Jars. 
 _ * BECKINGHAM's Scipio, 


* Sedition, thou art up; and in the Ferment 
To what may not the madding why — 
Gather'd together for they ſcarce know what, 
Now loud proclaiming their late Whiſper'd Griefs, 
Be 2 at 3 ? 


* 


/ 


SEL F CONVICTION. 


by Self-conviaien'i is the Path to vine. an 
An honourable Candor thus adorns rig ne 
Inge nuous Minds; the hard and ir norent, cu a 
As tis with Pain they look into themſelves, WIE 
But little feel you 120 reform their Errors. | 
| . Jounson” 5 Medes: 


$ELFMURDE Rf. 


My Torch is out, and the World ſtands before me. 
Likes a black Deſart at the Approach of Night, 
II lay me down, and ſtray no further on. 
* N's 4M for tle.” 


_ Frowbe's Fall of Saguntum, k 


+ Si mee a thi Subj, Vl . u 
the. F 5 | Wo For- ; 


1 


166" The Brav7ins _ 


Forſaken aj fortorn, when a fair 
Of everlaſtivy Reſt fands f ht in View Pu 257 250 
This Load o Woe that bends mie to the Genn: — 
I can with Life put off: Yes I will ruſh 
Into the Arms of Death, and ſhelter there; 
| "There ſleep ſecurely all my Cares away: 

Nor ſhall the Noiſe of Empire, or of Love, EEE 
Awaken me to Wretchedhnefs again. ; » 
SOUTHERN's 55 Brithr | 


SERA G L. 


The Seraglio - 
Is fenc'd by Mahomet's ſevereſt Laws : | 
Tis Sacrilege, tis Height of Profanation, „ 0511 
For vulgar Fe et to tread where the dread Race | 


Of Aue is , | 
a 119%, "4 10s, Jounzon's Sultaneh, 


-_ _* Soon ſhall thy dire Seraglio's borrid Gates 
Cloſe like th' eternal Bars of Death upon thee, 
Immur'd, and buried in r Sloth, 

That gloomy Slumber of the ſtagnant Joul 3 

There ſhalt thou vie from far the quiet 

And ſigh for e Poverty in vainn 

here wear the tedious Hours of Life away, 

Beneath each Curſe of unrelenting Heav'n 


Deſpair, and Slav'ry, 11222. and Guilt. 
8. JounsoN*s Irene. 


"SHAME "2 rage A 


19940 


Moon, 15 behind dome Cloud! Some Tempeſt 


And blow out all the Stars, that light the — 


To ſhroud my Wane | * 
Darozx' s Indian Emperor 
: know 


— * 
E f 


- . 4. 


* 
= . 


tbe Ex OEISAH STAGE. 164, 


I know not how to tell thee ! 4 
Shame riſes in my Face, and i interrupts 


The Story of my Tongue ! 
OTwaY”'s oe. 


Oh! mon haſt known but little of Ca ita ! 
If thou hadſt never heard my Shame; if only | 
The Midnight Moon, and filent Stars had ſen it, 
: yr not bear to be reproach'd by them 
down deep, to find a Grave beneath.” © 
Ad nd hs me from their Beams. 
Rowe": Fair: T 


* Of all Evil to the Generous, Shame 
Is the moſt deadly Pang. #1 
Tuourson abi. 


* Shame' on behind, unpitying Shame, 
That worſt of Furies, whoſe fell Aſpect fights 
Each tender feeling from the human Breaſt, '' 

THomrs0N's pe 


. 


, 


| * Can you reſolve on Shame 92 

On voluntary Shame ? That only III e 
The n fear, which kills "the Soul 4 —4 
r In ; 

488 


8 HEPHE RAD. „ 


G To be no better than a homely Swain, A5 ee . 
To fit upon a Hill, as I do now, PUT,” 


Ah! what a Life were lie how Reet ba Lat? 1 
8 eee VE. : 


SHIP, 


— 
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All tied with Ribbands, ruffling in the Winds; 


Upon the Sea, ſomething methought did riſe | 


» 


Sure tis their Voice that thunders from on high, 


No — a can ſupport the F 


T could not ſee him; *till at aft all ſide-Iong, 


\ * 


i 
This floating Ram did bear his Horns above, 


Sometimes he nodded down his Head a while, 
And then the Waves did heave him to the Moon; 
He clamb'ring to the Top of all the Billows! 
And then again he curteſy d down ſo low, 


With a great Crack, his Belly burſt in Pieces. 
SHAKESPEAR's Tempeſt, 


Gniom. As far as I could caſt my Eyes 


Like blueiſh Miſts, which fill appearin more, 
Took 9 Shapes, and thus mov'd towards the 
| 8 2476 | 
The Object I could firſt diſtinctly view, 
Was tall ſtrait Trees, which on the Water flew : 
Wings on their Sides inſtead of Leaves did grow, 
Which gather'd all the Breath the Winds could blow; 
And at their Roots grew floating Palaces, | 
Whoſe out blow'd Bellies cut the yielding Seas 
| Montezuma. What divine Monſters; O ye Gods ! 
are theſe, | 
That float in Air, and fly upon the Seas 2 
Came they alive, or dead, upon the Shore ? 
Guiom. = they liv'd too ſure: I heard them 


A” tw wed 


All _ their Sides, and to each other ſpoke : 
J ſaw their Words break out in Fire and Smoke. 


And theſe the younger Brothers of the Sky : 
Deaf with the Noiſe, I took my haſty Flight, | 


arne 5 Is Enporor. 


DSS rr 


SHIPWRECK; 


— 


the ENGLISH STAGE. * 


| SHIPWRECK./ 


O Sight of Woe ! 
Four goodly Ships abandon'd to the Storm, | 
Drive blindly with the Billows ! their drench'd Sails, 
Stript off, and whirl'd IE avec, Wind. 
Look ! now they climb a \ fearful Steep; and bang 
On the big Surge that mixes with the Clouds. 
Save me! it burſts and headlong Foun ** reel. 
Into the owning.) Gulph. - 

— | She ftrikes 
On youder wave-worn Cliff, the fatal Shock 
Has doubtleſs ſhiver'd her ſtrong Side, ſhe finks 
So ſwiftly down, that ſcarce the ſtraining Eye 
Can —— her talleſt Maſt. ——— Where is ſhe now 1 
Hid in the wild Abyſs, with all her Crew, | 6) 
All loſt for ever. 

Berlin, . 


SICKNESS. 


And thus the Wretch, whoſe Fever-weaken'd Joints; 
Like ſtrengthleſs Hi buckle under Life, 1427 
— of his Fit, breaks like a Fire, of 
Out of his Keeper's Arms. - : 
Snaxzsrkan' ; Herr I. 7 


He had a Fever when he was in Spain, _ 
And when the Fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did ſhake} Tis true, this God did hake! 
His Coward Lips did from their Colour fly { 
And that ſame k e, whoſe Bend does awe the WE 
Did looſe his I did hear him 
And that Tongue of his that bad the Romans 


Mark him, = _———— 


n 1. 3 © 


| 
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- The BTAUTT Es of 


Alas! it ad} give me ſome Drink, Titinius, 
As a ſick Girl, 


SHAKESPBAR' s Fulius Ceſar, 


Phyſicians had forſaken his Cure : 


All ſcorch'd 4 Lk and all parch'd up within; | 
The. Moiſture that maintain'd conſuming Nature, 


: — up, and in a Fever fry'd away 


| 


Dzvpes' s Rival Ladies, 


a he who in a Fever burning les, 
Firſt of his Friends does for a Drop implore, 
Which taſted once unable to give o' er, 

Knows tis his Bane, yet ſtill e thirſts for more 
Or wave Den Carlo. 


| The Diſeaſe | 
'Firſ on our Cattle ſeiz d: The generous Horſe, 
That bore his Rider ſafe thro' armed Ranks, 
Snapping in ſunder Darts and Spears, then fell 
Unhurt, — From Beaſts it ſpread to Men ! 
The merry Greeks, as at their Cups they fit, 


Drop in the Midſt of Laughter ; 2 ſome huge Tower, 
At which Men gaze aſtoniſh'd at its 3 ; 


If Waters undermine, and Springs u 

Sap its Foundation, unawares comes down, , 
And covers with its Ruins all the Place! 
So look our ſtrong Battalions, and ſo fall 


Whole Ranks at once, and the Dead lie on "Heaps ! 
La NSDOWN 's Heroic Love. 


O Chry/es 410 lock on yorder Carap1./ 


| Behdld whole of Dead, without one "Wound! 


Behold, how hke the Dead the Living look ! 
80 near their End, that they who wait their Friends 
To the laſt Rites; are burnt on the ſame Pile! oh 
The ſturdy Greeks, unſinew'd by Diſeaſes, _ 


6 Any wat, impreſing deep the Ground | 


the ENnGLIvn. STAGE. 111 ] 


Os which thef bod with their large luſty Strides, | ({ 
Now n n . on their Hom 
u LaNsDOo WB 's Heroic Lowe... 


I ſaw no King, no Man fave one poor Wretch, 
Who ſick in Bed, ay galping for his Breath; 
His * like dying Lamps ſunk in their Sockets, 
Now glar'd, and now drew back their feeble Light: 
Faintly his Speech fell from We fault ring Tongue, - 1 
In interrupted Accents as he ſtrove K 
With the ſtrong Agonies that ſhook his Limbs, 
And writh'd his tortur'd Features into Forms 
Hideous to Sight, 


Bars, Injured Innocence, 
10 6 ͤ 


When een was ready with a Sigh to cleave i in, 


have with a mi ghty Anguiſh of my Soul, 1 

Juſt at the Birth, ſtif'd is ſtill- born gh, 

And forc'd * Heart into a painful A 
1 . SHAKESPEAR's Troilus and ce. 


He mth a Sigh ſo hideons.and: * 

That it did 2 ſhatter all his Bulk, \ fo 4 

And end his: Being.) Hat 45 
St Ss 5 | Shaxeveran' ue. 


His right flew fol 1 with To ſtrong a "Gale, 
As if his com would aro” as 19 — — 


ein te eee N bopboniſba. 


Keep do S Seb 8 
e wa, ye ring 1505 „ ut 12s 10 401 
And murmur in the Ho low. of my I” nn 32] 
Run to my Heart, a ather more ſad Wind; | 
That RA the Voice al Fate ſhall call you forth, 


You may at once cull from the Seat of Life, 
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Blow the Blood out, and burſt me like a Bladder ! 
nen LENI Alexander. 


Then ſuch deep Sighs, heav'd from his woeful Heart, 
As if his ſorrowful Soul N tr 
Had crack d the Strings of Life, and burſt away ! 
|  DrvyDeN aud LEE Ocdipus, 


I will be calm, preſs down the riſing Sighs, 
And ſtifle all the Swellings in my Heart! 
e Lee's; Ceſar Borgia. 
He knock'd his aged Breaſt, and inward groan'd, 
Like ſome ſad Prophet, who foreſaw the Doom, 


Of thoſe whom beſt he lov'd, yet could not ſave, 
Dxrpx' Don Sebaſtian. 


He fetches Sighs : "rat l 
Which, while he vainly Rruggles to repreſs, _ 
With terrible Convulfions ſhake his Soul. © 
Dznn18's Rinaldo and Armida. 


A Sigh heaves in my Breaſt, - 
And ſtops the ſtruggling Accents on my Tongue! 
A Rows Tamerlane, 


The murmuring Gale revives the drooping Flame, 
That at thy Coldneſs languiſh'd in my Breaft : 
So breathe the gentle Zephyrs on the Spring, 
And waken every Plant and od'rous Flower, 
Which Winter Froſt had blaſted, to new Life. _- 
| Weid. 
Go, my Heart's Envoy, tender Sighs, make haſte, 
And with your Breath ſwell the ſoft Zephyru: Blaſt 
Then near that fair one, if you chance to fly, 
Tell her in Whiſpers, tis for her 1 die ! 
© STEELE: Tender Huſband. 


3 . SIG Hf. 


| 


_d nnd Dn £GB£z-s_ = to yo 


the Ex GLISH STAGE, 113 
SIGHT, 


You ſee thro Love, and that deludes your Sight; 
As what is trait, ſeems crooked thro' 2 Water. 
DzYpen's All for Love, 4 


Yet, I behold her ! yet! and no more! 
Turn your Light inward, Eyes, and view my 
So ſhall-you ſtill behold her !—"Twill not be 1 
O Impotence of Sight, mechanic Senſe ! | 
Which to exterior Objects ow'ſt th Ny Faculty, 
Not ſeeing of Election, but Nece 
Thus do our Eyes, as do all — Mirrors, 
Sueceſſively reflect ſucceeding Images N 
Not what they would, but muſt! A Star, a Toad ; 15 
Juſt as the Hand of Chance adminiſters 
Not to the Mind, whoſe undetermined View 15 
Reſolves, and to the preſent brings the 175 
Eſſaying farther to Futurity ! 
But that in vain I have A/meria here a 65 
At once, as I before have ſeen her often. | 

Concreve's Mourning Bride, 


I'll feed my famiſh'd Eyes 
With looking on her: "Tis a Sight indeed 
For the high mounted Sun in all his Pride, 
To ſtop and wonder at! Let me fix here: 
Stretch wide the Gates of Sight, to take her in, 
In the full Triumph of her conqu'ring Charms 
My ea . Eyes devour her Beauties up, 3 
Inſati able, and longing ſtill for more! B 
_ SouTHERN': Fate of Capua: 4 


. SILENCE. 


Still as the peaceful Walks of antient Night, ** 
Silent as are the Lamps that burn in Tombs. 
SHAKESPBAR's King Lear. 


's | TOE Silence, 


2 


* 


Silence, more dreadful than ſevereſt Sounds 
Would ſhe but ſpeak, tho' Death, eternal Exile, 
Hung at her Lips, yet while her Tongue pronounces, 
'There would be Muſick, even in my Undoing. 

| |  LBe's Alexander. 

Still as the Boſom of the deſart Night, 

As fatal Planets, or deep plotting Friends, 


Did. 
Silent as the extatic Bliſs 

Of Souls, that by Intelligence converſe, 

| Orwa r' Orphan. 
When Wit and Reaſon both have fail'd to move 

Kind Looks and Actions from Succefs do prove, 

Ev'n Silence may be eloquent in Love. J 
| "my I ONGREVE's Old Batchelor. 
Far from my Lips, within my Breaſt I'll keep it, 
Nor breathe it ſoftly to myſelf alone, * 
Left ſome officious murmuring Wind ſhould tell it, 
And babbling Echoes catch the feeble Sound. 


Row ' Ulyſſes 


There is a Method in Man's Wickedneſ: ; | 
t grows up by Degrees. 4 
| 9 's King and no King. 


-/ _ BEAUMONT 


Hell gives us Art to reach the Depth of Sin, 
But leaves us wretched Fools, when we are in, 
| 1 ZEAUMONT's Queen of Corinth, 


Heav'n ſhould be ingenions 
In puniſhing ſuch Crimes: The yolling Stone, 
And gnawing Vulture, were flight Pains invented, 
When Joe was young, and no Examples known 
Of mighty Ills ; but you have ripen'd Sin, 


To 


Pd 


the ENGLISH STAGE. * 

To ſuch a — n ng 
To find an I Torture! v 74 

55 Duro, All fr Lowe. 


4 


Oh ! you have perpetrated ſuch a Crime, 
As frighten'd Nature; made the Saiats above, 
Shake Heaven's eternal Puvernont with ade Trenbling, 
To view that Act 4þ b iu: 

£  Duvpen's Don Sebaſtian.” a 


But Wes. a Monarch 1 fi it Hhould be lere, 
To keep exterior Shew of Sanctit , bak 
Maintam Reſpect. and cover bad Example: 
For Kings and Prieſts are in a 3 bound, 
For Reverence Sake to be cloſt Hypocrites. 
Yet to be ſecret, makes not Sin the le: ]ĩ5d 
'Tis only hidden from the vulgar Vie; 
Maintains indeed the Reverence due to Princes, 
But not abſolves the Conſcience from-the Crime. 


' Dayvux's Amphytrion, - 


| Is fel W Crime | 
And not rejecting, is irſel a Crime, 
Brac A De Love vie 


1 3806 v3 p 


8 IN eK PETS * nh 5 type 


9 Sta. be would not patiently look on, * £ 
And ſuffer ill Deſigns to | 


Awaiting gentle Seaſons: Yes I 1850 21 . £40 
He had a troublefonie 61d faſhion'd W. 1. carry 2 
Of ſhocking evitrly Bare wich hend m. 


He was no civil Ruffian: None K 229 A 
Who lie with vides Looks, betray with Shrugs. nt. 


- =" = Te was none of thoſe, ! $4427 105 | 
Ts none of thoſe duſt-licking, reptile, cloſe, 3 


2 ſpeckling, ſmooch Wangen, 


139 14 
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That make it ſo unſafe, chiefly for Kings, ;) 
To walk this weedy World. | | 
| THOMPSON's 16 


* No Wonder you dete my troubled Soul; 
It burſts unveil'd from my diſclaing Eres; 
And glows on every Feature's honeſt Air. | 
Such is the P/ainne/; of an Indian Heart i 
That it di/dains to ſculk behind the Tongue; 
But throw: out all its Wrongs, and all its Rage. 
She who can hide her Purpoſe, can betray ; 
And that's a Chriſtian Virtue, I've not learnt. 

: HiLL's Axira. 


5 Frank Sngerity, 

Tho' no invited Gueſt is free to all, 
And brings his Welcome with him 
| Havard' 4 Regul. 4 


* Sincerity is not the Growth of Africk, 
Too hot the Climate for ſo mild a Fruit, bid. 


$TN.0 NG, ©. 


bat, 

Can any mortal Mixture öf Earth' 70 
Breathe ſuch divine inchanting Raviſhment ? 
Sure — holy lodges in that Breaſt, 
And with theſe Raptures moves che vocal * 
To teſtify his hidden Reſidence. 
How ſweetly did they float upon the Wings 
Of Silence, thro' the empty-vaulted Night. 
At every Fall {moothing the Raven- down 
Of Darkneſs; till it ſmil'd. I have oft heard 15 
My Mother Circe, with. the Sirens ay wio on 
Amid the flow'ry-Kkirlted Nai ades, 45 
Culling their potent Herbs and balefu 
Who, as they ſung, would take the Nad . 
And lap it in Eꝶfum: Scylla wept, | 
And hid her barking Waves into Attention, 


And 
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And fell Charybais murmur'd ſoft Applauſe : 

Yet they in pleaſing Slamber cull'd the Senſe, 

And in ſweet Madneſs robb'd it of itſelf. 

But ſuch a ſacred and Home: felt Delight, 31 be 
Such ſober Certainty of waking Bliſs 

I never heard till now. M1LToN's Comut. 


. * Thyrs . whoſe artful Strains have oft delay'd 
The huddling Brook to hear his Madrigal, © 
And ſweeten d ev'ry Muſk roſe of the Dale | id. 


* At laſt a ſoſt and folemn breathing Sound 
Roſe like a Steam of rich diſtill'd Perfumes, *» 
And ſtole upon the Air, that ev'n Silence 6 
Was took e're ſhe was ware, and wiſh'd ſhe might 
Deny her Nature and be never more, 

Still to be ſo diſplac'd. I was all Ear, 

And took in Strains, that might create a Soul 

Under the Ribs of Death. Di. 
8 1 R E N. 4 724 J 

Thus as a Mariner, that fails along 
With Pleaſure hears th' enticing Siren's Song: / 
Unable quite his ſtrong Deſires to bound, 
Boldly leaps in, tho" certain to be drown'd 

+ 32... ” OTwar's Don Carlin. 
The falſe Siren, AT 
No longer hiding her uncomely Parts, 


Struts on the Waves, and ſhews the Brute below. 
| | Dx YDpzn's Cliomenes. 


Sh'as charm'd thee like a Siren to her Bed; 
With Looks of Love, and with inchanting Sounds : 
Too late the Rocks and Quickſands will appear, | 
When thou art wreck'd upon the faithleſs Shore, 

By following her Deluſion ! 


* 


Rowe N Fair Penitent. _ 


"SLANDER. 


— 
—— - 


4 


k, 
118 De BTAUT ISS of 


Whoſe Edge 5 ſharper chan the Sword, whoſe 
0 
Out- venoms all che Worms of Nile ; whoſe Breath 
| Rides on the poſting Winds, and doth belye 

All Corners E the World ! Kings, Queens, and 

tates, | 
Maids, Matrons, nay, the Secrets of the Grave, 
This yip'rous Slander enters 
 SHAKESPEAR's Cymbeline, 


When it concerns himſelf, 
Who is angry at a Slander, makes it true. 
Jonxsox ' Cataline, 


O where is Hodou ſafe ? Not with the Living ! 
They feed upon Opinions, Errors, Dreams, e 
And make them Truths : ; They draw a Nouriſhment 
Out of Defamings ; upon Diſgraces : 

And when they ſe irc fortify* 
8 , above the Batt'ry of their Tongues, 
Oh ! how they caſt to fink it ! And fefeated, | 
Soul-fick with 'Poilon, ſtrike the Monuments 
Where noble Names lie {leeping, till they ſweat, ; 
And the cold Marble melt. 

Daun s Philaſter. 


-- prin! 6:0 « buſy talking World, k 
That with licentious Breath blows like the Wind 
As freely on the Palace, as the Cottage. 

oy RO WE“ I en fm. 


10 * the but World, at leaſt in this; 
{ Would take Example from a Wretch like me 
None would then os their Hours in foreign 
Thoughts, 
Forget themſelves, and what concerns their Peace, 


4 
3 
- 
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To tread the Mazes of fantaſtick Falſchood ; —_ 

To haunt their idle Sounds and flying Tales fy, 

Thro' all the noiſy giddy Courts of Ramour ! 

Malicious Slander never Ker have Leiſure 

To ſearch, with prying Eyes, for Faalts abroad, 

If all like me, confider'd their own Hearts, 

And wept he Sorrows which they found at Home! 
Row Fane Shore, 


$LEEP. 


How many Thouſands of my pooreſt Subjects 
Are at this Hour aſleep. - O Sew”! O gentle Sleep! 
Nature's ſoft Nurſe ! how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down, 
e Forgetfulneſs ! if 
Why rather, Sleep, lieſt thou in — Cribs, 
Upon uneaſy Palates ſtretching thee, 
And buſh'd with Night-flies to thy Slumber, | 
Than in the perfum'd Chambers of the. Great, 
Under the Canopies of coſtly State, 74 
And lull'd with Sounds of ſweeteſt Melody? 
O thou dull God I why lieſt thou with the Vile 
In loathſome Beds, "and leav'ft the kingly Couch, 
A Watch-caſe, ene: ak. 
Wilt thou upon the high and giddy Maſt. 
| Seal up the Ship-boy's Eyes, and rock his Brains” 
a In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 1 
And in the Viſitation of the Winds, 64 

Who take the ruffian Billows by the Top, 
Curling their monſtrous Heads, and hanging mem 1 
. With deaf ning Clamours in the flipp'ry Clouds, 
| s. with its Hurley Death a 4 3 
anſt thou (O partial Sleep!) give t e 

| To the wet Sea-boy, in 22 rude 
n And in the calmeſt and moſt ſtilleſt Night, I 
Wich all Appliances and Means to boot, 


To | Deny 


_— 
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Deny it to a King? Then haply low lie down, 
Uneaſy lies the Head that wears a Crown. 
|  SHAKESPEAR's Henry IV. 


| Faſt aſleep | 
Enjoy the honey heavy Dew of Slumber, 
Thou haſt no Figure, nor no Phantaſies, 
Which buſy Cares draw in the Brains of Men, 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſ ſo ſound. 

 SHAKESPEAR's Fulins Cæſur. 


O murd'rous Slumber, 
Lay'ſt thou thy Leaden Mace upon my Boy, 
That plays the Muſick. Bid. 


Methought I heard a Voice, cry ſleep no more: 
Macheth doth murder Sleep, the innocent Sleep ; 
Sleep that knits up the ravell'd Sleeve of Care; 
The Death of each Day's Life; ſore Labour's Birth; 
Balm of hurt Minds ; great Nature's ſecond Courſe! 
Chief Nouriſher in Life's Feaſt ! 

| | SHAKESPEAR's Macbeth, 


How happy is that Balm to Wretches, Sleep 
No Cares perplex them for their future State, 
And Fear of Death thus dies in ſenſeleſs Sleep ; 
Unruly Love is this Way lull'd to Reſt ; 

And injur'd Honour, when Redreſs is loſt, 
Is no Way ſalv'd bat this. 


Vour drinking Bravdes, when their Brains boil hot, 


Are cool'd, and quietly refreſh'd with Sleep. 
The hectick Madman, when his Fever roars, 
And all his Doctors fail to give him Eaſe, 
His Malady grows weary at the laſt, 


And Sleep, when nothing elſe, can give him Reſt: 


'Tis the beſt Phyſick for unquiet Minds, 
i: BEAUMONT's Queen of Corinth. 


Come 


'® 
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Come gentle Slumbers, in your flatt' rin ring Arms 
III 9 the ae of my Mind. 
| RoCHESTER'S bleu, K 


I never ſhall ſleep more, 
Yet old Archilaus, 
With Grief and watchin ng, ſpent in a ſpi te of all tw? 
Thoſe Tides of Care, that ſwell'd & 'er while ſo high, 
Lies like a. Child that brawl'd himſelf to 1 3 
Iſnenes too that wept to. ſee me mourn, - 

alls on his Breaſt and nods his Tears away: 
So ſleeps the Sea · boy on the cloudy Maſt, 
cafe as a drowſy Triton rock'd with Storms, 
While —_— Pripets wake in Beds of Down,  _ , 

f Lee's Mithridates. 


'Tis Midnight, yet there's not a Theban ſleeps, _ . 
But ſuch as ne 'er. muſt wake. 
. Daypen's and LEE“ Ocaipur, | 


Sleep, ſealithoſe e 14 ile nad 
And tie thy Senſes in as ſoft a Bond, [ | 


As Infants void of Thought. 
"DzvyDen's Troilus 157 ci. 


"Twas — the Dead of Night, juſt when ſoft - 


Sleep 
Had d my Eyes, and quite becalm'd my Bool. 
(91 LZ“ Lacins Junius nn 4 


r may the ſofteſt Arm | 
Of downy Slumber rock thee to Repoſe; 
Lull all thy Senſes faſt ; and may no Thought, 
To interrupt the Quiet of thy Bed, 
In the: Revel of a Dream, preſent - - 5 


Theſe 3 that keep me waking here! 
* © SOUTHERN 's Dijapprintment, ; 


e 4 
Vor. III. G e 


>. . 


C In thee 


L 
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Oh! may the ſofteſt Down of ſweet Repoſe 
Receive thee gently on the Bed of Peace, 
And fold thee gently in the kind Arms of Reſt! 

 __SOUTHERN's Fatal Marriage. 


O Sleep! thou ſweeteſt Gift of Heav'n to Man, 
Still in thy downy Arms embrace my Friend, 
Nor looſe him from his inexiſtent Frame 
| To Senſe of Yeſterday, and Pain of Being. 
In thee Oppreſſors ſooth their angry Brow ;. 
In thee th' Oppreſs'd forget tyrannick Pow'r ; 


The Wretch condemn'd is to his Judge ; 
And the ſad Lover to his cruel Fair; 
Nay, all the ſhining Glories Men purſue, 
When thou art wanted, are but empty Noiſe ; 
Who then would court the Pomp of guilty Pow's 
When the Mind ſicken's at the weary Shew, 
And flies to temporary Death for Eaſe : 
When half our Life's Ceſſation of our Being. 

' | STEELR's Lying. Lovers. © 


What means this Heavineſs that hangs. upon me ? 
This Lethargy that creeps thro” all my Senſes ? 
Nature oppreſs'd, and harraſs d out with Care, 
Sinks down to Reſt. This once I'll favour her, 
That my awaken'd Soul may take her Fli 2 741 
Renew d in all her Strength, and freſh with Life, 
An Offering fit for Heav'n. Let Guilt, or Fear, 
Diſturb Man's Reſt, Cato knows neither of them ; 
Indifferent in his Choice to ſleep, or die. 
. Avpp180N's Cato. 
Sweet are the Slumbers of the virtuous Man: 

A kind refreſhing Steep is fall'n upon him. 
I faw him ſtretch d at Eaſe ; his loſt 
In pleaſing Dreams. | 


Tbid. 


O ye immortal Pow'rs, that * the Jug, 3 
Watch round his Couch, and ſoften his 3 
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Baniſh his Sorrows, and becalm his So 

With eaſy Dreams ! Remember all his Virtues, 

And fhew Mankiat tut Goodneſs is your Care 
Apsis Cate. 


Kind 8 Renewer of our Life, 
ral Death long 288 from the 


We wake to one eternal Day of Bliſs, 
 Aupross PurtiPs's Duke of 


* How gentle is his Sleep—Such always is 
The Sep of Innocence, in Youth or 5 * 


Naarn 1 


SMILE. 
Now let aps Eyes ais forth in d bn 
Luſtre ; 


wn thy loveliclt Smiles. * 
a Dznuan's Sun 


Smiles, not allows 'to Beaſts, from Reaſon _ 


And are the Privilege of human Love. 
Dx ypen's State of Innecence, . 


A ben Smile aroſe 

From his bent Brows, een 

A more ſevere and ſullen Joy — . 
; Dzxpan's Congueft of Granada. 


What Charms has Sorrow in that Face! / : 
Sorrow ſeems. * to dwell with n e e 


Yet now and Fs A "melancholy Smile | 
Breaks out like Lightning in a Winter Night, 
And ſhews a enn 5 9 

 Dzavpan's Al n A 


G2 N | A gloom 


* 
Ly 
P =. 
\ 
4 . 
: b 


—ꝑ—àꝗ—́ uñiUUw x — — - 
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— 


A gloomy Smile 


Thas ſhew'd. a ſullen Lothneſs to be kind. 


Dzvpen's Cleomenes. p 


Seldom he ſmiles, and ſmiles in ſuch a Sort, 
As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his Spirit, 
That could be moved to ſmile at any Thing, 

DZT DEN Don Sebaſtian. 


As Gleams of Sunſhine-ſoften Storms to Showers, 
So if you ſmile, the Loudneſs of my Rage 
In gentle Whiſpers ſhall return. I bid. 


SOCIETY. 


* What a helpleſs Creature by himſelf, 
Ts the proud Lord of. this inferior World, 
Vain feeble Man ! The Commoners of Nature, 
Each Wing that flies along the ſpacious Sky, 
Is leſs dependant than their 2 bali Maſter. 
Hail ſocial Life l. into thy — Bounds 
Again I come, to pay the common Stock 
My Share of Service, and in glad Return, 
To taſte thy Comforts,” thy proteAed Joys. 


N r Abamemnon. 
8 OLD TIE R. 
Oh ! for a Muſe of Fire ! 


\ Then ſhould the warlike Harry, like himſelf, - 


Aſſume the Port of Mars. | 
SHAKESPEAR'S Hen v. 


The Tyrant Cuſtom 
Has made the Flinty and Steel Couch of War, 
My thrice driven Bed of Down | «| 
| Snanzavphn' s ON. 


Rude am 1 in 8 peech, del 


5 And little bleſt with the ſoft Phraſe of Peace : 


For 


1 
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For theſe Arms of mine had ſeven Vears Pith, 5 
Till now, ſome 7 Months waſted, Jo. bare 2 
uſe 
Their deareſt Action in the tented Field: Age hf 
And little of this great World, can I fpeak — 
More than pertains to Fears of Broils and Baule. | 
| | SHAKBSPEAR' ; Orhelh, 


They daily truſt their Loves and Lives thro! 
Hazards, | 
And fearleſs for their Country's Peach, march 0 
Thro' all the Doors of Death, and know the 
darkeſt, 
What Labour would theſe Men negle& with Danger, 
Where Honour fits, tho' ſeated on a Billow, 
Riſing as high as Heav'n, would not theſe Soldiers, 
Like to ſo many Sea-gods, charge up to it? , 
Behold their 4 ep Time's Scythe was ne'er fo 
Nor ever at one Harveſt mow'd fuch Handfuls; Res 
Thoughts ne'er ſo ſudden, . nor Belief ſo ſure, © + 
When they are drawn: And were it not 22 
J ſwim upon their Angers to allay them, 
And, like a Calm, depreſs their foul Intentions, 
They are ſo ge Tore, Nature would ſuffer. * 
Bravuont's Loyal, 25 b 


Thou can't gehe well and bravely ; ; thou can'ſt 
Endure all Dangers, Heats, Colds, Hungers: 7 * 
Heaven's angry Flames are not ſuddener, 

Than J have ſeen thee execute; nor more mortal 15 

The winged Feet of flying Enemies; [77 WPI 5 

I've ſtood and ſeen thee mow away like Ruſhes, 

And ſtill kill the Killer! Oh! were thy Mind 

But half ſo [weet in Peace, as rough in Dangers! ! 
RNocnzsrzx Palentimian. 


1 % * 
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To ſee the Nations, On antient Virtue, 

With many a weary March, and Hunger, conquer'd, 

With Loſs of many daring Life ſubdued, 

Fall from their fair Obedience, and even murmur 

To ſee the warlike Eagles mew their Honours 

In obſcure Towns, that us'd to prey on Princes : 

They cry for Enemies, and tell the Captain, 

The Fruits of 7ca/y are luſcious. Give us ER 

Or ſandy Africa, to diſplay our Valours ; | 

There where oy Swords may get us Meat and 
Dangers, 1 

Digeſt our 82 ; for here our Weapons, 

And Bodies that were made for ſhining Braſs, 

.Are both unedg'd and old with Eaſe and Women. 

And then they cry again, Where are the Germans, 

Lined with hot Spaiz, or Gallia ? Bring them near, 

And let the Son of War, ſteel'd Mithridates, 

Pour on us wing'd Legions, like a Storm, 

Hiding the Face of Heaven with Showers of Ar. 

rows; 

Yet we dare fight as Romans. Then, as Soldiers 

Tired with a weary March, they tell their Wounds, 

E'en weeping ripe, they are no more nor deeper ; 

And glory in thoſe Scars, that make them lovely ; 

And fitting where a Camp was, like ſad Pilgrims, 

They reckon up the Times, and loading urs 

Of Julius, or Germanicss ; and wonder | 


Honour, | 
Can now forget the Cuſtoms beg oys oy 
Thus they 0 then ery out, Who leads 


+! 0 | 
Shall we ftand here like Statues ? Were our Fathers 
Tube Sons of lazy Moors? Our Princes Perfians ? 


Nothing but Silk and Softneſs ? 
Rochzsrzx Valentiniar. 


To 


the EnGiism STAGE, tap 


To me the Cries of fig 3 are Charms: 
Keen be my Sabre, and of f my Arms; 
l, ] aſk no other Bleſſing of my Stars: 
No Prize but Fame, no Milreſs but the Wars. 
|  Daxpan'; Aurengzebe, 
Thus when the Warrior his loy'd Trumpet hears, 
His martial Blood begins to warm apace *' 
And boils and flaſhes in his kindling Face, 
And much he longs to ſtrive in Glory's Race. 


Lze's Sepboniſba. 


War was my Miltefs, and I ny her 2 
She lov'd my Muſick ; 8 
And cl 5 that echo 
Neighings of Horſes, Groans of Sin Lon 
Notes which the Trump, and hoarler 


And dying Bonnde ring from Fall af wands, . . 
uin Lz8's Gi ,. 


This downright 5ghting Fool ; this thick-ſkull'd | 


This blunt Kite —— of Death, | Lap, 
plain irtue outgone my Wit. 
| rs 4b fir dow. 


| Rough in Battle, | 
As the firſt Romans when 2 to War; 


Yet after Victory more pitif 
| Than all their praying Virgins leſt at . 


g. : 
* 


Twelve 3 wait upon 
And long to call you Chief : =Y inful Journies, 1 


ö I led them patient of both Heat Ind 2 
Twill do you to ſee their Sun-burnt ; 2 
Their ſcar'd s, and chopp'd Hands: "There's ” 
Virtue in them * | 
G 4 ðͤ 
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They'd ſell thoſe mangl'd Limbs, at dearer Rates 
Than yon' trim Band can buy, © 
. FIT Dzxvypen's All for Love. 


Oh! thou haſt fir d me! My Soul is up in Arms, 
And mans each Part about me ! Once again 
That noble Eagerneſs of Fight has ſeiz d me! 
That Eagerneſs, with which I darted upward 
To Caſtus Camp. In vain the ſteepy Hill 
Oppos'd my Way, in vain a War of Spears 
Sung round my Head, and planted all my Shield: 
I won the Trenches, whilſt my foremoſt Men | 
Lagg'd on the Plain below. Come on, my Soldier, 
Our Hearts and Arms are ſtill the ſame: I long 
Once more to meet our Foes, that thou and I 
Like Time and Death, marching before our Troops, 
May taſte Fate to them, mow em out a Paſſage, 
And entring where the foremoſt Squadrons field, 
Begin the nobleſt Harveſt of the Field. * 
r 13 a id. 


Oh ! when I ſee him arming for his Honour, 
His Country, and his Gods, that martial Fire. 
That mounts his Courage, kindles even to me! 
And when the 7r9jan Matrons wait him out 
With Prayers, and meet with Bleſſings his Return, 
The Pride of Virtue beats within my Breaſt, 
To wipe away the Sweat and Duſt of War, 
And dreſs my Hero, glorious in his Wounds ! 
Has he not met a thouſand lifted Swords? 
There's not a Day but he encounters Armies; 
And yet as ſafe as if the- broad-brim'd Shield, _ 
That Pallas wears, were held twixt him and Death. 

| | Dzypen's Troilus and Creſſidu. I 

I have ſeen him fight againſt a Troop of Vandal. 
In your Defence, as if he lov'd to bleed, 14441 
When he has been all o'er Blood, 


Fg _ 


And 
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And _ with Wounds that ſeem d to mouth his 
Praiſes; 
] have bes him e, ſtill as he rem Death from 
im, Fl 
And with his MG rally diſtant Fate. j | 
Lze's Then. 


T1 wade thro? Fs of Blood, and vols * 
Mountains ye” 
Of laughter d . to immortal Honour ! "rr 


 Methinks the warring Spine th that inſpires _ 
This Frame, the very Genius of old Rome, i 
That makes me 2 without the Fear of Death, 
And drives my daring Soul to Acts of Honour, 
Flames in your Eyes: Our Arms too are a-kin, - 
An herce, - 1 barn alike for Glory: 


405 


| . Can't 1 lows: a Soldier 18 

One born to Honour, and to Honour bred; 

One that has learnt to treat even Foes with Kindneſs ; 7 
To wrong no 2 Man s F ame, nor Praiſe himſelf. 


 Orway? 5 9 


Let's join our Battle, — 1 a Force may glut 
The Front of Death, and choak him with himſelf; 
As fiercely as deſtroying Whirlwinds riſe,  -\\ 

Or as Clouds daſh, when Thunder ſhakes the Skies 1 
! OTwaY's Gay Marius, 


Let Honour call for my Blood, 
And fluice it into Streams; | 
Turn Fortune looſe again to.my P urſptg "1 


And let me hunt her thro' embauFd 
In duſty Plains, amidſt the Cannons "fob "2 


There will be the firſt, 
Dzaypzn'; Spaniſþ — 
85 5 | Do'f 
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- Do'ſt thou not know the Fate of Soldiers? 

They're but Ambition's Tools, to cut a Way 

Ts her unlawful Ends; and when they're worn, 

Hack'd, hewn with conſtant Service, thrown aſide, 
To ruſt in Peace, or rot in Hoſpitals. _ 

| a SOUTHERN's Loyal Brothers, 

How nobly he becomes the great Battalion ! 

Zee how he ſhines in Arms, ſuns the Field! 

Moves, ſpeaks, and fights, and is himſelf a War ! 
Drop and LEE's Duke of Guiſe. 


O mighty Warrior, in the Heat of Broils, 
How terribly did'ſt thou become a Field! 
Lzt's Maſſacre of Paris. 
As for Sebaftian !. we muſt fearch the Field, 
And when we ſee a Mountain of the Slain, 
Send one to climb ; and looking down below, 
There ſhall he find him at his manly Length, 
With his Face up to Heaven, in the red Monument, 
Which his true Sword has digg'd! 


/Dxyoen's Don Sebaſtian. 
He in the Battle, had a thirſty Sword, 
And well twas glutted there |! Did. 
In Battle brave; 


But ſtill ſerene in all the ſtormy War, 233 
Like Heav'n above the Clouds ! And after Fight 
As merciful. and kind to vanquiſh'd Foes, 

As a forgiving God ! Dzypen's King Arthur. 


The Brave Abroad fight for the Wiſe at Home: 
You are but Camp Camelions, fed with Air; 
Thin Fame is all the braveſt Hero's Share. 

| DzrYpex's King Arthur. 
When the young Hero, yet unfledg'd in Arms, 


Made the tough Age of old Ramirez bend, y 
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He fought like Mar: deſcending from the Skies, 
And look'd like Venn rifing from the Waves. 
n Dzrpen's Love Triumphant. 


To live and conquer, is the nobleſt Fate, 
But the next Glory is a gallant Death ; 
Succeſs, O Jove! and Victory are thine : 
Fortune is thine ; my Honour is my own ! 
Facing my Doom, with my drawn Sword I'll ſtand, 
Nor turn my Back upon the wrathful Bolt! 
| e Lansbown's Heroic Love. 


O my Artonio / Tm all on Fire! 
My Gon! jp wh A * 
| conqu'ring Troops ! / 


And bear amidſt the Foe wi 
I hear 'em call to lead em on to Liberty! ! 
To Victory! their Shouts and Clamours rend 
My Ears, and reach the Heav'ns! 
Concreve's Mourning Bride. 


Full fifty Years, harneſs'd in ru Steel, 
I have endur'd the biting Winter's Blaſt, 
And the ſeverer Heats of parching Summer ; 
While they who loll'd at e on lazy Couches, 
Were at my Coſt ſecure in Luxury. 123 

| Rowt's Ambitious Stepmot har. 
.. Co ſeen him, bs the God of War, 
ole griſley Terror perch'd upon his Plume, 

Severely ſhining in his lreadfal Himes, 


And thund'ring thro' the Tempeſt of the Field, 
| | Dennis's Rinaldo and Armida. 
A Joy ſhoots thro | IF 
My drooping Breaſt ! As often, when the Trumpet 
Has call'd my youthful Ardour forth to Battle, 
High in my Hopes, and raviſh'd with the Sound, 


I have 


©» — 
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I have ruſh'd eager on, amidſt the foremoſt, _ 
To purchaſe Victory, or glorious Death, 
| | RowE's Tamerlane. 


This brave Man, with long Reſiſtance, 
Held the Combat doubtful; | 
His Party, . preſs'd with Numbers, ſoon grew faint, 
And would have left their Charge an eaſy Prey : 
Whilſt he alone, undaunted at the Odds, 
Tho' hopeleſs to eſcape, fought well and firmly, 
Nor yielded till o'ermatch'd by many Hands, 
He ſeem'd to ſhame our Conqueſt, while he ney it, 

id. 


Impatient of the tedious Night, in Arms 
Watchful they ſtood, expecting * Day; 
And now are hardly by their Leaders held 
From darting on their Foes : Like a hot Courſer, 
That bounding, paws the moulding Soil, diſdaining 
The Rein that checks him, eager for the Race. 
| | Tbid. 

What _ that Shout, big with the Sounds of 

kg” 1 
What new Alarm ! A ſecond, larger 
- Swells in the Wind, and comes more full upon us 
Oh! for ſome glorious Cauſe to fall in Battle 
O Marcus! I am warm'd ; my Heart . 
Leaps at the 'Trumpet's Voice, and burns for Glory ! 
| Wo Appisox' Cato. 


* 


Alas ! thou know'ſt not Cæſar's active Soul ! 
With what a dreadful Courſe he ruſhes on 
From War to War ! In vain has Nature form'd 
Mountains and Oceans to oppoſe his Paſſage ! 
He bounds o'er all, victorious in his March! 
The Alps and Pyrexean; fink before him 


Thro! 
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Thro' Winds and Waves, and Storms, he works his 


Way 
Impatient for the * ö 
ApD180N's Cate 


* "Tis the Soldier's Lot 

To meet the Frowns, as well as Smiles of For- 
tune; . - 

In private Combat, as in War uncertain. 

Where is the Hero, who ne'er found his E — * 

Or which the Nation that can boaſt a bs Bgua 

Who ſtill return'd victorious from the Field? 

Such was not Pyrrhus; ſuch our mighty Foe, 

Not even — himſelf ſhall prove. 

 Frowoe's Fall of Shunt 


* $uldier? immortal Gods 1. more de- 


ſerves 
overn States, than he who beſt c can n ſour? | 
mth how perverſe an Aptitude Diſdain _ * 
Forgets its own Foundation ! —Teach it, Madam: 
That All that ſwells your Pride, ſupports my Ho- 
nour. 
He who was, firſt, call'd Kine, e're that, was 
* Soldier ; ; | 
Great, becauſe brag, * ſcepter'd by his | 


Hir 


. The Lion x he's rous'd . , 
Muſt have his Prey, whoſe Den we might bare 


In Safety while Pepe To draw the Sword, 4 
And fire the youthful Warrior's Breaſt to Arms = 
With aweful Viſions of immortal Fame; SF, 4 ] 
And then to bid him ſheath it, and forget 
He ever hop'd for Conqueſt and Renown ; : , 
Vain, vain Attempt, x 
' WHITEHEAD! s Roman Father. I 
9011. 


os 
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Now my Comates and Brothers in Exile, 
Had not old —_ made this Life more ſweet, 
Than that painted of Pomp ? Are not theſe Woods 
More free from Peril, than the envious Court ? 
Here feel we not the Penalty of Adam, 

The Seaſons Difference, as the Icy Fang, 

And churliſh' Chiding, of the Winter's Wind? 
Which when it bites and blows upon my Body, 
E'en till I ſhrink with Cold, I ſmile and ſay, 

This is no Flattery ! Theſe are Counſellors, 

That feelingly perſwade me what I am. 
Sweet are * ſes of Adverſity, 

Which, like the Toad, ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious Jewel in his Head : 

And this our Life, exempt from publick Haunt, 
Finds Tongues in Trees, Books in the running Brooks, 
Sermons in Stones, and good in every Thing. 

a 'SHAKESPEAR's A you like it. 


A moſly Cave that fac'd 
The ſouthern Sea, and in whoſe deep Receſs 
Boil'd up a chryſtal Fountain, was my Home. 
Herbs were my Food, thoſe bleſſed Stores of Health 
Only when Winter, from my daily Search, 
Withdrew my verdant Meal, I was oblig'd 5 
In faithleſs Snares to ſeize, which truly griev'd me, 
My filvan Friends; that ne er till then bad known, 
And therefore dreaded leſs the Tyrant Man. 
But theſe low Hardſhips ſcarce deſerve Regard: 
The Pangs, that ſharpeſt ſtung, were in my Mind; 
There Deſolation reign'd ; and there cut of 
From ſocial Life, I felt a conſtant Death. 
And yet theſe Pangs at laſt forgot to throb : 
What cannot lenient gentle prof rig ? 
I eat my lonely Meal without a Tear; | 


Nor figh'd to fee the dreadful Night deſcend, 


i 


Jn 
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In my own Breaſt a World within 3 

In Streams, in Groves, in Sunny Hill and Shade ; 

In all that blooms with vegetable Life, ' » 37 

Or joys with kindred animal Senſation ; 

In the full peopled Round of azure Heaven | 

Where'er I, ſtudious, look'd, I found —— 

But, Chief, the Muſes lent their ſoftnin 8 

At their enchanting Voice my Sorrows fled, 

Or learn'd to pleaſe ; while, thra' my troubled opt, 

They breath'd the Soul of Harmony anew. | 

Thus of the great Community of Nature 

A Denizen I liv'd ; and oft in Hymns, o 

And rapt'rous Thought, even with the Gods . | 

That not diſdain ſometimes the Walks of Man, 
Tnoursox' 4 


0 1 want to be alone, to find ſome Shade, 
Some ſolitary Gloom ; there to ſhake off 
Theſe harſh tumultuous Cares that vex my rw oh 
This fick Ambition on itſelf recoiling ; 
And 2 to liſten to the gentle Voice, 
The Sigh of Peace, ſomething, I know not what, 
That w pers Tuer to my Heart. 


no MPSON's . 


* Beneath the dient Gloom of Solitude. 

Tho' Peace can fit and ſmile ; tho* meek Content 

Can the chearful Tenor of her Soul: 

Ev'n in the lonelieft Shades ;. yet let not Wrath 

Arp let black Revenge wy far aloof, 

Or ſoon they flame to M 
Mason's BIfoide; 


SORROW, 


136 de BeavuT1zs of 
* $ORROMW. 


Darkneſs and Solitude, and Sighs, and Tears, 
And all th' inſeparable Train of Grief, 


Attend my Steps for ever ! 
| | | D&vypen's Anpbytrion. 


Some ſecret Anguiſh rolls within his Breaſt, 
That ſhakes him like an Earthquake, which he preſſe, 
And will not give it Vent | 
He bluſhes, and would peak, and wants a Voice; 
And flares, and gapes like a forbidden Ghoſt ! 
| | Dzrypen's Clements, 


Misfortunes on Misfortunes preſs upon me, 
Swell o'er my Head like Waves, and daſh me down! 
Sorrow, Remorſe, and Shame have torn my Soul, 

[ And blaſt the Spring and Promiſe of my Year! 
They hang like Winter on my youthful Hopes 
So Flow'rs are gather'd to adorn a Grave, 
To loſe their Freſhneſs among Bones and Rottenneſß, 
And have their Odours ſtifled in the Duſt 
24 Rowe's Fair Penitent. 


/ ,.* Paſt Sorrows, let us moderately lament 'em, 
For thoſe to come, ſeek wiſely to prevent em. 
WIꝭIST ER“ Unfortunate Dutcheſs, &c. 


Cover me, Hills! ye Mountains, with your 
Groves, | | 
Come pitying, ſhadow me with ſudden Night ! 
Oh ! hide me from his Sight; deep at your Roots 
Beneath the duſky Gloom o'erwhelm Timandra. 
In the dark Caverns let me yell my Griefs, 
Nor with my Shriek diſturb his parting Soul, 
_ _FrowpDE's Fall of Saguntum. 


; * Sorrows multiply from Age to Age, 
While each revolving Hour of coming Life 


a A aid nn 1 


Brings 


if) 


gp 
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Brings its own * to the common Sum. 
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B8L.LERs's Jujured — | 


* 0 ſacred Sorrow! He who knows not thee, 


Knows not the beſt Emotions of the Hearr, 
Thoſe tender Tears that humanize the Soul, 


The Sigh that charms, the Pang that gives Delight; 


He dwells too near to Cruelty and Pride, 
And is a Novice in the School of Virtue, . 


THOMPSON'S Aamemnon. 


* Whole Years of Joy = unperceiv'd away, 
nutes as they paſs——o— 


While Sorrow counts the 
Tis Virtue's Office to —_— its own, 
And bring Addition to the Bliſs of others; 


Or by partaking eaſe their Sorrows. Let us hence; 


Speak Calne! to is Woes, and eaſe his Soul. 


| Havard's Scanderbeg, _ 
A general Face of Grief 0 'erſpreads the City. ' 
13 


the People as I hither came; 


In Crouds afſembled ſtruck with ſilent Sorrow, 


And pouring forth the nobleſt Praiſe of Tears: 


»*.,t 


Thoſe whom Remembrance. of their former Woes, 


And lon 5 of the vain Hlufions 
Of youthful 


And often * up their Eyes to Heaven 
Gave Sign of ſad Conjecture. 


4 * Ah! the black Rage 
Of Midnight Tempeſt, or th aſſuring Smiles 
Of radiant Morn are equal all to me. 


Nought now has Charms or Err to wy i . 


The Seat of ſtupid Woe. 


* Inexoralils Death 1 
I aſk Sas not for Mercy | No, be cruel ſtill 


Schold a. Wieien that dares thy Rage! 


ope, and into wiſe Conſent tos 
And Fear of Change corrected, wrung their Hands, 


: 
M1 


| * 
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THOMPSON'S Tancred and n 
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A grieving Mother, whoſe Diftreſs'defies thee ! 
That thus arrefts thy Triumph o'er her Child, 

And will 1 2 it paſs. The Grave ſhall not devour 
O! we muſt never part, one Earth ſhall hold us. 
Now ſeize me, ſtrike me, and compleat the Tyrant 
NYT CiBBER's King Jobs. 


What Mockery is the tinſel Pride 
Of Splendor ; when by waſting Woes, the Mind 
Lies + ora pn . & ſuch, is mine! 
©'er whelm'd wi to every Joy. 


— 


8 O0 ⏑ L. 


It muſt be ſo: Plam, thou reaſon'ſt well: 
Elſe whence this pleaſing Hope, this fond Deſire, 
This longing after Immortality ? 
Or whence this ſecret Dread, and inward Horror, 
Of falling into Nonght ? Why ſhrinks the Soul 
Back on If, ſtartles at Deſtruction? 
"Tis the Divinity that ſtirs within us; 
Tis Heav'n itſelf that points out an Hereafter, 
And intimates Eternity to Man. nibh | 
Eternity, thou pleaſing dreadful Thought! 
Thro' what Variety of untry'd Being, 
Thro' what new Scenes and Changes muſt we paſs ? 
The wide, th' unbounded Prof lies before me ; 
But Shadows, Clouds, and Darkneſs reſt upon it. 
Here will I hold: If there's a Power above us, 
And that there is, all Nature cries al 


- Thro' all her Works, he muſt delight in Virtae 2 
And that which he delights in. be happy. 
But when ? or where ? : 


I'm weary of Conjectures |!—— 

The Soul ſecure in her Exiſtence, ſmiles 

At the drawn Dagger, and defies its Fein: 1 
= 1-148 | & 


+ 


Ss 4 0 


he 


Whate'er its weak Com 
E'er we can reach l. 


the Exorten STAGz, 139 
The Stars ſhall fade away, the Sun himſelf 


Grow dim with Age; and Nature fink in Years : 

But thou ſhalt flouriſh in immortal Youth, p51 

Unhurt amidſt the War of Elements, 

The Wrecks of Matter, and the Cruſh of Worlds, ; 
ADD180N's 4 


I have a Part within ' 
Their Malice cannot reach ek ther yes, my Soul, 
Thou ſhalt be feaſted with a rich Repaſt, 
The grave Hiſtorian and the moral Sage, 
The ſearching Minds that ſcorn to be confined 
On this dim Spot, but travel to the Seats _. 
Of nobler Beings, and more finiſh'd Worlds, 
All call and wait on thee. . 
S WII I I Sir Wale Rall. 


* Alas! how Mankind err in all their Thoughts) 

The only Priſon that inſlaves the Soul, 

Is the dark Habitation where ſhe dwells, 

4 ng "—_— — 4 — | 
o this unwholſome Floor o breathing 

Were ſhe but freed from thence, theſe folid Walls, 

Theſe maſſy Bars, and doubly grated Windows 

Wou'd all in vain her tow” ring Paſlage 3 

Spite of ſuch flight ObſtruQtions ſhe Wand od 

And wing ber airy Way from Life to Life, 

A long ſucceſſive an Way of various Being. 

Ealargin as ſhe goes her growing Force, 


With Faculties at ev'ry Stage! 
BeLLERS's Injured Innocents. 


'» We're taoght, indeed, t'endurs 
What Heav'n's chaſtiſing Hand ſhall lay upon us. 
But can it be, while this frail Fleſh confines us? A 
While the impriſon'd Soul participates 2» 


"I 
4 
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The Body off. Then the expanded Soul 
Pluming her Wings, may take her airy Way 
Thro' yonder Worlds of Light, till ſhe arrives 
Where the eternal Source of all inhabits, 
And treads th' Infinity of boundleſs Space. 

| Marsn's Amafir, 


* The Soul, intent on Offices of Love, 
Will oft' negle&, or ſcorn the weaker Proof 
Which Smiles or Speech can give. 
| Barbareſſa. 


SPEAKING. 


Thou ſpeak'ſt | 

As if there were ſome Monſter in thy Thoughts, 

Too hideous to be ſeen, | 
SHAKESPEAR's Otbells. 


And when ſhe ſpeaks, O 4rgih! then Muſick, 
Such as old Orpheus made, that gave a Soul 
To aged Mountains; and made rugged Beaſts 
Eay by their Rage; and tall Trees, that knew 
No Sound bat Tempeſts, to bow down their Branches, 
And hear, and wonder; and the Sea, whoſe Surge 
Shook their white Heads in Heaven, to be as Mid- 
Y + » ni ht, ; | . ; ab 
Still and attentive ! ſteals into our Souls 
So ſuddenly and ſtrangely, that we are 
From that Time no more our's, but what ſhe pleaſes, 
yy  BravmonrT's Captain. 


0 Heart O bleedin Love ! but ſpeak, Semandra, 
For there is wond'rous Reaſon, mighty Senſe, 
In all you ſay; and I could hear you ever. | 
1 2h (30%) {6 Lee's Mitbridatei. 
O ſpeak, g on, the Air grows ſenſible 
Of the great Things you utter, and is cam 11 
r | 4 L 


* 


— TJ — 


the ENGLISH STAR. 


rr 


The hurrry'd Orbs with Storms ſo rack'd of late, 
Seem to ſtand ſtill, as if that Fowe'were talking. 
Den 3 Wr. * s , a 


Speak this again: : 1 
But ſpeak it to the Winds, when n are toudeſt, YI 


Or to the ragi 7 Seas; they'll hear as * 
And ſooner will believe.” 1d. 


A dn i 


Oh ! thou haſt utter'd Sounds 91 pay Strain N 
As Nature cannot bear! Like inmoſt Mufick, A7 A 
Which, "Blood: it charms the Senſe, makes Chill the | 


LI E', ** — 


Blaſt me not with ſuch Sounds: 
There's not one fatal Sentence, one dread W 


ord, 
But runs Jie Lon ew! wy r Blood. . 1 
* | Tod. 20 


Oh! white you 1 f he ene a fadden 5 
In ſpite of all the Horror that en me, 


20232 
- 


Falls upon every frighted Faculty, Fug nA 
And a my Soul in Tune ' 
6s, Lz 8's Lucius Tunjus Bratus 
gei x , 165-03 HN | A vod'D 
id- e ain! 7 of 97511 
Sweet as the Syran's Tongue 2 Accemtsfal, der > 
And ar wc Ruin, 4515444 bud vas; 


| SouTABEN's Loal Brothers. 7 


ch is the Morning to the Soul; 
It ſpreads Speck i the Images a broad, * 4. FUE 
4, Which elſe ry furl'd, and clouded.; in the Soul. N 
Davos and LA s Duke r 10 * 
15D 07.500 Mt 17 
11 on! T have heard him talk 
Like * firſt Child of Love, when every Word 1 6 
Spoke in his Eyes, and wept to be bel d a 
* enn Diſappointment. 
. A Oh! 


t42 Jie BravrTirs of | 


Ohl thy charming Tongue 
Is but too well — wich my Weakneſs ; 
( Knows let it name but Love, my melting Heart 
Diſſol ves within my Breaſt ; till with clos'd Eyes 
I reel into thy Arms, and all's forgotten [ 
, Orwar 7 Venice Priſere/d, 


© © ftop not here! my liſt ning Soul is charm'd | 
Into my Ears, and dies upon the Sound | 
Of e'ery Word, foft as a Lover's Wiſh, 
And I could hear you reer! AIP 
| een of SouTHERN's Spartan Dame, 
peak 779 1 
8 a little more, a little longer ! 
For, Up the Gods, that liſten to our Talk, y 
"Tis Heav'n to me to hear you ! Not the Tongues A 
Of Deities plead ſo well! My Heart leaps up, 1 


And pants at all you utter ! Each pointed Syllabl | 
From thoſe dear lovely Lips runs to my Heart, A 
And circles in my Blood! 40 | 
"2 45 Horxins's Pyrrbuz, . 

L Oh! I know 15 4 | 

Thou haſt a Tongue to charm the wildeſt Temper; My, 
Herds would forget t6 graze, and ſavage Beaſts 
Stand ftill, and loſe their Fierceneſs, but to hear thee, 

As if they had Reflection: And by Reaſon, - 
Forſook à leſs Enjoyment for a greater! Th 

| ©. - RowE's Tamerlan. lac 
What myſtick Riddle lurks beneath thy Words Te 

: Which thou would'ſt ſeem unwilling to expreſs ? 

Away with this ambiguous ſhuſſling Phraſe, 

And let thy Oracle be underſtood. | "Wn 
Rows, Fair Penitent. Th 
He was the very Joy of all that ſaw him; She 
1 { Form d to delight, to love, and to perſuade : In y 


Impaſſive Spirits, and Angelic Natures, 
je | | Mig 


f, 


igt 
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Might hays hom! nnn human Weak... 


Stoop'd from their Heav' n, and liſten'd to his Talking. 
Noz, Fane Shore, 


Say any Thing, that I may hear 'thee talk! _ 


F as nne | 
* 7 Wiszuan' —. | 


Why * Abt cle Ae Ht 
O Seay wa” Vex" . g Wieck? 
| SMITH" : Phadra 45 n 


Fear 2d 6 hal it: Thy harmonious Voice 
Will make the ſaddeſt Tale of Sorrow pleaſing, 
And charm the Grief ithrings 2 . | 


8 thus 
. — at the vemok ng 


[3s i ef .. 


Tho! like 2 Sword each ſharpen'd Sable 
Strikes thro® wr gy thro? =p eart, I'll hear thee 


Yes, calm as , or — inn., 
unte On. jose re, 


* Thy Words, tho? ſofter than the Dew that 
The blookaing Infants- of the Spring avail nut: 
lnchanting is thy Speech and might have e 
To ſhake a Mind leſs exercis'd' and conſtant. 

: Cs.  Joungon' s Modan. 


520 


7 A « 


Such wid 


* fear'd her Worts might wound that Wia, 
in whoſe Defence her trembling Tongue pronouar' 


'em, 


For Charms are in thy Words, and Tranſport ſprings - 


And ſtan the Rage of Hey, QOH * | 


* 


„ Wheti the ſpe wo 12 by, 
News. adorn'd 5 F32 57! = 
The Accents of her Voice, as feem'd ts ; api! | 7 
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In = yet in moſt perſuaſive Sort. 


SPHIN X. 


Then Sphinx began to rage; 
The Monſter Sphinx laid your rich Country waſte, 
Your Vineyards ſpoil'd, your lab ring Oxen flew ; 
Your ſelves for Fear, mew'd up within your Walls : 
She, taller than your Gates, o'erlook'd your Town: 
But when ſhe rais'd her Bulk to ſail above you, 
She drove the Air around her like a Whirlwind, 
And ſhadedall beneath ; till tooping down, 
She clap'd her leathern Win again your Tow'rs, 
And thruſt out her long N — 'n to your Doors. 
You durſt not meet in Temples, 
T” invoke the Gods for Aid, the ſouteſt He 


This Creon ſhook for Fear: 98 
The Blood of Laiks curdled it in his Veins. 
DkYDEN's and Lee's Oedipus. 


e 1 | 


' #5090000] idol 10 tes 
Some Aſtral Forms I muſt invoke by Pray'r ; | 1 
Fram d all of pureſt Atoms of the Air: 
Ip; ny Chariots they together ndei: 10% f 
p.the- — as thro" the Cloud nada + 
Vain Spirits you, that ſhunning Heav'n's high Noon, 
Swarm here beneath the Concave of the Moon: 
Hence to the Taſk aſfign'd you here below; 
Upon the Ocean make loud Tem blow ; 
Into the Wombs of hollow Clouds repair, 
And cruſh out Thunder from the bladder'd Air; 
From pointed Sun-Beams take the Miſts 9 drew, 
And ſcatter them again in pearly Dew: 
And of the bigger Props they drain below, 


192314 


- 


Some 


BELLERS's bored aue 


Who leads you now, crouch 'd then like a dar d en 


2 


ome 
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cone GOES and others ſtamp in Snow. 
215 N — 
* 


110, 8 s bord out 
9 40 1 ctr 1} 1-609 bidde 


Unded an Oak, "hoſe. a eg ww BIA 45 Aa. * 
Upon the Brook that brawls ong this Wood, 
A poor ſequeſter d 8 mers 
That mug Dan 
Did come to ry * 1 
The wretched Ahimal keav d forth ſuch Groans, 
That their Diſcharges ſtretch'd his leathern Coat 
Almoſt to burfſtin 12 and the big round Tears 
Cours d one another down his Ne _— 
In Fre hon! ans and ſwell'd the runni 

' 2 050 55 


a5 


* 
s 8. ts eee 


Julia The Nu 
The Gem hit tin i radar Rin — E 


PTR Lav s Mitbridates. | : 


128 2 £ 14 


The footing Stars * all in purple Jellies. , 
FO  Daxpax' 5; and LEE's Our 


The radiant Galaxies of blended Star- 
Whoſe lnflorace 3 Mortals here Below: Mia, ants 
1 Hrocow's Generous Conierer. © '/ 


* debe delightful us to loſe. ION | 
The dazzl'd E 0 nder wide Expanſe, r 
Where, round K. . — radiant Fonts of Light he 
Myriads of Worlds Fall ceaſcleſs ; all . 


\ 
* . ii 0 4 


jm, S Ss 


And all declaring in their meaſur'd Orbs, 
That univerſal Spirit which informs, | 
Pervades and actuates the wond'rous Whole. 45 

DPrTI IAV Injured R 


Vor. II. H STATE. 


3 — — 
1 
EAU TIES. 1 
- = 4 = , a. 


| I y AT E. P04 i leon : 


* ® Commonwealths 
Own no hereditary Right, unleſs our Worth 
Shine equal to our Birth : Wherefore at once 
Down with Nobility»——The Commons ul, 
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. p p 
”" \ f 


A vaſt e and lineal Title, | 
And be the eke el 
AVARD's King ch. 


STATESMAN. 


Dee at (hk ka aſs of a . 
To fit the Head that wears it, but their own.  _ 
Davexant'; Siege of Rhodes. 
| Hle that ſeeks Safety in a Stateſman's Pity, 
„Ma as well run a Ship upon ſharp Rocks, 
fe — Harbour. 2 K. | 
Howanb' 's Duke of Lerma. 


Great 8 Kings" ſhould watch while they 


Let what hey bend wht derhand 
ey build, thoſe un 3 


The Bold are but thi Wan o'th' Wile, 
They undertake the Dangers we adviſe 
And whilſt our Fabric with their Fame — : Sod #1 
We take the Trat. and pay them with Praiſe. 

a Ie EN's FO of . 


Stateſmen 8... *. 
The Workmanſhip of inconſiderate 18 ee 
The Creatures of Tach Love: One ot en Meteors 
Which Monarchs raiſe from. 
fo high. 


And People, wond xing how 
Fear from OF ane hahe Was, ad 
OP eee Darp zx Secret — 
= 


* 18 
74 1 
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But Change in Stateſmen is moſt natural : 
They're Weathercocks of Time, wy ng 


To every veering Wind. 
* Taru Loyal Om. 


This tis to ſerve a Prince too faichſally | 1 
Who, free from Laws himſelf, nee ties 
Which, not perform'd, e 7 1 


And, if orm'd, to Ruin 
| | Dzropen's Spariſs Friar. 


This 'tis to counſel are unjuſt ! 
Firſt to debauch a 6 Things Laws, 
Which are his Safety, 1a ſeek Protection 


From him they have endunger d ! | 
Bid. 

If Princes not their Miniſters, | 
WIT to ſerve 'em? 4 Uoh bg 


To 625 when they are lf to Lame: [ 
But when, 4 age 1, ry Ns by” 
Would lay 
rb 4 to publick and ; 

on Tü an Act a Eo das 

As ſhould a common Soldier cult behind, | 

And thruſt his Gen ral in the „5 of Maes: 1's 3 
It ſhews he only ſerv'd_himfclf before, "FT 1 
And had no Senſe of. Honour; ü 
But centred on himſelf ; and us d his 
As Guardians do their Wards, with Shews of Care, 
But with Intent to ſell the n 18 


And poeyor's . 3 

* lt! 4 r 

Unhappy diner, ae Deinaaey'ss 1 
Who new Quarrla, new Pretences ünd. 
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To pleaſe us Wretches, who deſtroy Mankind. 
H1GGoN's Generous Conqueror. 


Art thou a Stateſman, and canſt not be a Hypocrite ? 
Impoflible ! 
Do nor diſtruſt thy Virtue. 11% & 21153 -03:45d | 
4 DzYpen's Don Sebaſtian. 
Thy Reaſons were too ſtrong, 


And driv'n too near the Head to be but Artifice : 
And after all, I know thou art a anos; wap 


Where Truth is rarely found. Did. 
Love and Intereſt ſometimes Fg 
_ make a Stateſman en . 
Darn“ bie | 
'Tis the Sport of Stateſmen, 


When Heroes knock their knotty Heads together , 
And fall by one another. | 
| Rowe's Ambitious Stepmother. 


Thus Wit fill gets the Maſtery over Courage: 
Long Time unmatch'd in War the Hero ſhone, 
And mighty Fame in Fields of Battle con; 
Till one yo Project of the Stateſman's Brain 
Bereaves him of the Spoils his Arms did gain, 

And renders all his boaſted Proweſs vain. * 

Oh! could thon hatin the Malice of a Stateſman, 
And make him quit his Purpoſe of Revenge 
Thy preaching may reform the ad W 
And Vice would be no more! 


| Did. | 

Oh ! what a Mine of b is a Stateſman, | 
Ye furious Whirlwinds, and ye treach'rous Rocks, 
Ye Miniſters of Death, devouring Fire, 
Convulfive Earthquake, and D Air, 
All you are merciful 3 


The 


the ENGLISH'STAGE. 
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The paſlive Inſtruments of righteous Heav'n. 
But he for Goodneſs form'd and plac'd to bleſs, * 
Wilful oppoſes Providence in Spite, 
And is a Devil in his own Formation. 

© SEWEL's Sir Waker Raleigh. 


Curſe on the Stateſman' 8 PA who married firſt, 
Debauching the pure Stream of Politicks, | 
With the baſe Mixture of connubial Love ; 

O Rome, wiſe Rome, thy nobler Genius ſcorns 
'Theſe little Tyes of fond 2 

Fearing that Nature might o' er · rule thy Sons, 
You check that Fear and o er- rule Nature firſt. 
Hence no Affection no Remorſe controuls * 
Thy Stateſman's Hands, no tender Look of Love 
Diſarms thy holy Butchers in their Wrath. 


Ibid. 
Stateſmen have peculiar Arts: 
They re ſo myſterious few can «4.9797 wh | 
Ce RO rk Ante 8 aa? 


Fanzrom s Marianne. ; 
T9 T, « 1 k 


NO es thou art enur d to infamy 
Practice hath 'petrify'd'thy wicked Heart, «do 
Bred to Conſpiracies, to fawn, 'betray,' 

Te wy Yer thou canſt imile! yet thou can't geep! 
＋ er 5 Bohijay ine. 


„ You Stagehinan are fo ſhrewd in forming Schemes 
But often to ſecure; ſome trivial Point. 
And anſwer Ends as little wiſe as juſt! 
Such Children are ye, buſy, nice and Were 
To raiſe a Bawble, Paper Edifice, 
That by its own ſlight Make betray'd to . 
Wants not a Brestk af Air to puff it down, 

Jar REYS's: Edacin. 


2 | 4 * Let. 


12 
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* Tet Virtue's Slaves, let ſqueamiſh Honour's 
Friends - 
By little narrow Rules purſue their Ends, 
Not ſo; but unconfin'd by idle Force, 
The Politician ſteers a nobler Courſe 
Where-e'er or Pow'r or Wealth their Charms diſplay 
He ruſhes on, ſecure, and cannot tray, 
For any Paſſage thither is his Way, 
Lewis“ Philip of Macedon. 


How various are the Moments Stateſmen paſs ? 
When what they hope, or fear, yet waits th' Event! 
Hope as the Morn in May with vernal Sweets, 
And opening Buds, preſents a pleafing Proſpect; 

While, like a ſudden Froft, fucceeding Fear 

Saddens the Landſkip and eorrects thoſe Joys. 
| . FrowDE's Philotas. 


* Now let my ſecret Soul indulge the Joy, 
The ſolid Joy which Pohticians know 
When on ſome Patriot-Fool they wreak their Ven- 


; . 4 
The witleſ 8 full of Noiſe and Honour, 
Safe in his Indolence and conſcious Virtue, 
Encompaſs'd by the wary Stateſman's Toils, 
Falls the ſure Victim to his Rage provok'd. 
# od Ii d. 
®* A decay'd Stateſman is a wretched Thing 
"Tis Flattery and ill Actions, which prefer us, 
And we have Platterers too that thrive by us; 
Power makes us Knaves, We're honeſt out of Service, 
But, when our Prince's Favour falls away, 
Nothing ſo deſpicable, or unregarded ; 
Therefore tis Policy, when once we're in, 
To finiſh by thoſe Rules we did begin. 
dye Fall of Mortimer. 


b Le, 
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* Let Heav'n — for Virtue, and then ſtarve it: 
But Vice and Frailty are the Stateſman's Quarry 

The Objects of our Search, and of our Science; 
Mark'd by our Smiles, and cheriſh'd by our Bounty. 
'Tis hence, you lord it o'er your ſervile Senates; 
How low the Slaves will ſtoop to gorge their Luſts, 
When aptly baited : Ew the Tongues of . 
Thoſe Sons of Clamour oſt relax the Nerve 10 
Within r Favour. '' NA 


Brooke” ' chou. Fafa. 


* How ill had Providence 
Diſpos'd the ſuffering World's op preſt Affairs, 
Had ſacred Right's eternal Rule been left - 
To crafty Polatician's partial way:: 
Then Puwer and Pride - wou'd ireech th' enormous 


And calt their arbi Portion, Juſtice: | 
Ambition's Arm, "rice urg d wou'd pluck 
The Care of H from Virtue's Heart, 
And plant Deceit and Rancour in its Staad. 
Falſhood wou'd trample then on Truth and Honour: 
And Envy poiſon ſweet Benevolence. 

Oh ! 'tis a goodly Groupe of Attributes, 7 
And well 1 9 s righteous Rules. 
 Joxss's 5 Rand of Efex. 


„rox 


The Stork's the Emblem of true Piety : ; . 
Becauſe when Age has ſeiz d, and made bl Wa” 
Unfit for Flight, the grateful Young-one takes 
His Mother on his Back, . 
Repaying thus her tender Care of him, 
E'er he was fit to fly, by bearing her. 

BzauMonT” ſ Span Carate.. 


* | 


H4 STORM. 
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A was bac STORM,” 


I have ſeen Tempeſts, when the ſcolding Winds 
Have riv'd the knotty Oaks, and I have ſeen - 
Tb' ambitious Ocean ſwell, and rage, and fuk,” 
Io be exalted: with the threatnin g Clouds, 

But never till To-night, never till; n.. 
Did I go chro- a Tempeſt dropping Fire; 
Either there is a civil Strife in Heav n, 
Or elſe the World too ſaucy with the Gods, 
Incenſes them to ſend Deſtruction. 
SHAKESPEAR's Toy Ceſar, 


Let the great Gods: 1K 

That keep this dreadful Pother o'er our 1 
Find out their Enemies now. Tremble bon Wretch 

That haſt within thee undivulged Crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of Juſtice | Hide thee, thou bloody Hand, 
Thou perjur'd, and thou Similar of Virtue F 
That are inceſtuous ! Caitiff, to Pieces ſhake, 
That under Covert and convenient ſeeming . 
Haſt practis'd on Man's Life 1 Cloſe pent-up Guile, 
Rive your concealing Continents, and erg 
Thoſe „ Summoners, Grace? 

- (1 1+ SHAKESPBAR W Gears, 


Tempe ſometimes drive Ships into the Ports. 
"SEDLEY's Antony and Cleopatra. 


The wr chful Skies f 
Gallow the very Wanderers of the Dark, ab 
And make them keep cheir Caves: RoW TIED 
Since I was Man, 

Such Sheets of Fire, ſuch Burſts of horrid Thunder, 
Such Groans of roaring Winds'and Rain, I never 
Remember to have heard E MELO SENS | Fn 


Thus Storms let * 
Do 2 the Trunks of _ Cedars down, 
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Tear from their Tops the loaded ant Vine, 
And kill the tender Flowers but yet half blown : 
But. having no more Fury left in Store, n 
Heav'n's Face grows clear, the Storm is heard 
no more, 


And Na urs n as gaily as before. _ |; 
- QTwaY's Cain: Marius. 


The Storm is TIED , the Winds breathe out their. 


1 
The Thunders too in feebler Bodies die; 3; 
And all the rufff'd Elements return. 


To their dull Order. 
Tr“ Ligal Genrat... 


So black he Nig ohe, as if no Star e'er ſhone, 
Im all the wide B — the Lightning's(Flaſh 
But ſhews the Darkneſs, and the burſting * 
With Peals of Thunder ſeem to rock the Land. 
No Beaſts of Prey do now from Shelter roam, 


Bat nenn men * 
F Younc's Buſs it.. | 


„Hear |. from the Wiatr'y North how keen it 

OWIS 

Thro'. theſe bows. Towers that. rock with. every; 
aſt, 

Each Moment threat'nin unf Ruin on our Heads. 

But. ſee—ſtand hexe, caſt N below. 

O'er the broad Ocean to the diſtant Sky, 

See what Confuſion fills. the raving Deep] i 

What Mountain: waves. ile — * al 


= 
- 


. Look, 908 the turbid South 
What Floods of Flame i in red Diffuſion - burſt, 
Frequent and furious, darted thro the dark. 
And broken Ridges of a-thouſand Se. 


H. 5: ird 
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Pil'd Hill on Hill ; And hark, the Thunder roug's 
| Groans in long Roarings chro the diſtant Gloom. 


MauiLET's Muftapha. 
STREAM, 
| When Tides againſt the Current flow, 
The native Stream runs its own, Courſe. below. _ 
DRxYSEN's c of Granada. 


Thus Streams ant beat againſt their Banks in 


Retreating, ſwell i into a Flood a 
Oer Y Don Carle, 


$0 the pare limpid Stream, when foul wit 


Of ruſhing Torrents and deſcending Rains, 
Works itſelf clear, and as it runs refines, 
"Till by De —— s the Chryſtal Mirror ſhines ; 
Reflects each Flow'r that on its Border grows, 


And a new Heay'n in Ne PEI ſhows. 


Apprzon's Cats 


SUBJECTS. 


We are but Subjects, Maximu ! Obedience 

For what is done, and Grief for what is ill done, 

Is all we can call ours. The Hearts of — 

Are like the Temples of the Gods, 

Till ſome l Hands defile 

Burns ever there: We muſt not put it 1 

Becauſe the Prieſts who touch thoſe Sweets are 
wicked : | 

We dare not deareſt Friend, nay, more, we can-. 
not, | 


While we conſider whoſe we are, and how, 


To 


'o 


| Subjefts like: theſe are-(eldous ten, 10 all 
Who not forſake me at my greateſt Need, Fol 
Nor for baſe Lucre fold dew Loyaky | 
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To what Laws nn 


1 


While Mel bs is made to be obey'd, 


And not air d 1 into. | 
28 - RocuzsTER's Fami. 


He who his Prince too blindly does obey, 


To kee F , his Virtue Ws awa 
mn Darn“ E 


Sabjekts are fliP.neck'd Animals : They ſoon 
Feel ſlacken d Reins, and throw the Rider down. 
Darozx' 'Aurengzebe. 


The Vulgar, Greatneſs too much idolize ; 


SubjeQs, much 
rey „ — Sue of Grenade, 


| Was it for me to prop 1 2 
The Ruins of a falling Majeſty ? 
To place myſelf ben the mighty Flaw, 
Thus to be cruſk'd and pounded into Atoms, 
By its o erw Weight ? "Tis too preſuming 
For Subjects to preſerve that wilful Power, 
Which courts its own Deſtruction. - 

Daros Al * Low 


The t "er never won with Anger; 
Nor muſt that Man, who would reclaim 4 Lion, 
Take him by the Teeth. 
Our honeſt Actions, and the Truth that breaks, | 
Like Morning from our Service, chaſte and bluſhing, 
Is that, which pulls a Prince back : Then he ſees, 
And not till then _ IO his Errors. e 


/ 


Bug . 
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But ſhar d my Dangers to the laſt Event, tile 6 
And fenc'd them — their own. 
Da vozx' Dos Sebaſtian. 


What . the People done, the Sheep of 
rinces, . 

That they ſhould periſh for their Shepherds Fault? 

They bring their yealy Wool, to cloath their 


And N ww bare. themſelves, are cull'd for 
** Darin“ ; Love Triumphant, 


* Andi lot, when rebel Subjects dare 
With curious Boldneſa, ſcan; their Maſter s Right ; 
Controul his royal Pleaſure, and rejudge 
His higheſt Acts. Se e unkings a Sovereign. 

WO, Maliet's ; Muſtapha, 


SUBMISSION. 


Aber. * Thus bending to the Throne of In- 
nocent, | 
Our holy Soy reign Sire, whole Heavn born Pow'r 
All Chriſtian Crowns implicitly obey 
Thus come we humble — 5 in Sighs 
And Sorrow for a ſinful Sen; whoſe raſh 
Ambition in his Pride of Power bas 44. 
Oh ! ſpare us to repeat the dreadful Crime, 
Too black and terrible for Criſtian Ears ! 
But if the Pangs of Penitence may plead 
K. Jobn. Be old him proſtrate, contrite, whel'm d 
with Shame, N 
Off ring this Sacrifice of temp'ral Glory, 
His Crown ſurrender'd to the holy See, 
To mitigate the Wrath of heav'nly V 
* O Bon Penitence, thy contrite Heart, 


Gives 


the BN 6 LSH1 STAGE. 155 
Gives Joy and Tranſpott to our hely Mother : 


Not human Nature is more prone t' offend, 
Than on ſincere Repentance the to pardon 1 
Yet think not Crowas: or ers could alone 
prevail, or tempt her, in the Pride of Nature, 
T' accept theſe Off rings of thy thy mortal Pow'r,. 
Which, as the human World eſteems n: . 
Beneath her Foot ſhe ſpurns their carnal Glory 11. 
But, as in focial Life, Mankind requires 
Controuling Kings to rule their headfirong Pegs 
To curb Injuſtice by coercive Laws; 
Thus from the ſacred. Apoſtolick Grace, 
As tributary Lord, dependent ever 
On our holy Father, ſupreme on Earth, 
Receive this Circle of imperial Sway, 
Once more to keep theſe temp'ral Realms i in Awe, 
And fight the ſacred Battles of the Chair. 

K. Jobn. With Jowly Rererence and timble 


Vowing Obedience to our ſov'rei Pontif, 

Unworthy I receive this tem Crown ; 

But now. muſt. kneel, for an afflicted People, ** 

Pierc'd with the Pains of Errors not their own: 

Oh! never muſt theſe guilty Eyes look up l. 
Till holy Mercy ſhall reſtore their Peace. 
By Revocation of her dreadful Cenſures 


Pand. Ariſe, - rr thy ſweet Con- 
Shall chace theſe Clouds of Vengeance from ty. 
Of Souls unheal'd r 4: 01 


J Nor foreign or r Foe ſhall now 
, Preſume to give one Fields Annoyance : _ 
Now ſhalt Gon an, holy Breath, that blew 


This Tempeſt up, wal — the Storm ſubñde. 

This Dauphin's./Thunder at our Word ſhall no 

And huſh'd Ambition leave thy Realms in Peace. 
CIBA King My 


De BEAUTIES: of 
SUCCESS | 


If all Things | Succeſs are-underſtood, 
* that make War, grow wicked to be good. 
Howanxp', Indian Neur. 


| Vie without Succeſs, 
Is a fair Pifture ſhewn by an ill Light: 
But lucky Men are Favourites of Heaven, | 
All own the Chief, when Fortune owns the G | 
D&arnen's Spaniſe Friar. 


It is Succeſs 4 lands a Sin : 
If the End be glorious, — is the Way: 
They always have ma? e, who have the Day. 

| ' Crown? , Darius. 


75 


Halt erb. I had been u Villain; | 
For Men judge Actions always by Events; 1 
But when we manage by a Naſt 3 
Succeſs is Prudence, and Polleſſion Right. 

Hig6on's Generous Congueror. 
Fate holds the Strings, and Men like Children 


move, 
But as they're led; Succeſs i is from above. 
. Layspown's Heroic Love. 


We cannot. er for unborn Brents:: - 
'The Gods have plac'd them in the Hand of Fate, 
To ſhape and faſhion for their high Decrees; - 

At their appointed I ime to bring them forth, 
To baffle human Wit and Induſtry. | 
| S@UTHERN's Fate of Capus. 


"Tis not in Mortals to command Suceeſs ; 


m Sewpronims well deſerve it. 
__ - -  Appiz0N's Gate. 


* It 
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* It is Succeſs that colours all in Life : = 
Succeſs makes Fools admir'd, makes Villains honeſt; 
All the proud Virtue -of this vaunting World 
Fawns on Succeſs and Power, howe er acquir d. 

Tuoursox', Kammer. 


* By nobler Services Succeſs is woo'd' ind1at] 
By _ Deliberations, well-weigh'd'* is bat 
Prevented Accidents, forefeen A — 2 
Judgment correct, chat only waits upon 5 
Gray ber Experience, * * teaching T 


eee 
8 UN. 
$0 ſhews the bluſking diſcomented Sun,” n 
From out the fiery Portal of the Fal an 1275 


When he perceives the envious Clouds are beak, 
To dim his Glory, and to ftain the Track 
Of his — Pallage to the Oceident. 


Su 4K BSPBAR's Richard II. 


The ſetting Sun all curtain d round with Night, 
At his Departure gives A BR ba 
EE Sopber i 


The Sun When 1 ha * declines, 
And with abated Heat, leſs fiercely ſhines, | | 
Seems to. grow milder as he goes away, . | 


Pleafing | himſelf with the Remains 0 Da | 
_ E 


eren 


80 bright a Track, All leave the ſetting Suns, 
That vaniſh in a Glory | 
Da xo 205 Rival Ladies, | 


As glorious 2 as the Sun at Noon, 
| To th admiring Eyes of gazing Mortals, 
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When he beſtrides the lazy puſſing Clouds, 
And fails upon the Boſom of the Air. 
+ OTwar's Don Carly, 4, 


Now Phebu; mounts triumphant in the Skies; 
The Clouds diſperſe, and gloomy Horror flies : 
Darkneſs gives Place to the victorious Light ; 


And all axopnd;! is gay, and all arouud is icht. 
 Laxspown's Britiſb Enchanter. 


So when frog Weſtern Hills, the burning Sun 
Deſcends, and leaves his Empire to the Moon, 
Falſe Meteors glare, and ſcatter'd Drops of Light, 
With A Spapgles dreſs the Gloom of 

ight : 
But as the allege God remounts his Pars 
L borrowed Vapours ſwiftly: diſa 
7 1 fly the Force of his celeſtial 


cr pale Fites are lot in Floods of SE 
Cn. Jounson's Vidtin. 


$UPERSTITION. 


* 0 Saperſtition! thy pernicious Rigours, 
Inflexible to Reaſon, Truth, and * 


Baniſh Humanity the _—_ Breaſts. 
Mrbzn⸗ n. 


9 
6 — 


Thy other Fay'rites of maturer Age, 
And more diſcreetly zealous, would not. riſque it: 
Youth. is the Stock, whence graſted Superſtition 
Shoots _ unbounded —_— 


* What a-reafonleſs Machine 


Can Superſtition make the Reas ner Man! * 
| | 14. 


SUP. 
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SUPP O81 ruO NM Su Hora, 


Suppoſe !' thou deareſt Child of flatt'ring Hope, 
Big oh Delight and prodigal of Big, | «=o % 
Shall I embrace thee with a Mother's Fondnels? . 
No, thou art ſet at Diſtance! from my Eyes, tas” : 
And it were Madne(s but to wiſh thee there. 

* SEW EIL“ s Sir Waker Rall. 


. Suppolition ill outflies Diſcretion, 11 
And by a giddy n loſes Certainty. 
$ Havagy' s Regulus 


| * 
(SURPRISE. 


, an 1 Pann 22 Foes invade 4: 
et i may be made. FI 
F « | Davypen's Tyrannick Low, 


We came like bold introding Gueſts, 
And took 'em unprepar'd to give us Welcome : 
Ihe Scouts we kilVd, then found their Body — | 
And as they lay confus d, we ſtumbl'd oer th 
And took what 3 2 e ee Arms, Heads, w_ 
o} 98: at I 11's 
Somewhat A But when Men want Light, 


They make hut 1 Work. 
Darn 4 Spaniſh Friar. 


A Battle b fou 
Where Darkneſs and. erke make Conqueſt 


Where Virtue — but the Arms of Chance. 
And ſtruck oh, jon random Blow |. Ta N 
ork, 


And Fortune take the Praiſe. _ 


S$U $. 
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| SUSPICION: | 


ai .« 


Oh! what a ready Tongue Suſpicion has ! 
He that but fears the Thing he would not know, 
Has by Inſtinct, Knowledge from other Eyes, 
That what og) 15-chanc'd ! 
3 2 SHakBopran' 's Hemy IV. 


| Solpleion always haunts the guilty Mind: 
The Thief fall fears each Buſh an Officer, 
42 Yor s Henry VI. 


* - * — 


A Crowd of Thou 
Dootting, Sifcordunt tumult in beben 


Cone my Reſolve What Henk 2 think N 
Sufptcton may enquire, but muſt not judge — 
MaLLET' Muſtaphe. | 


| \ 1x0 *_] wov'd not wrong. > x 
Virtus, &o g. by the leaſt Shade of Doubt: 
Undue- Suſpicion/is more abject Baſeneſs, 
Even than * Guilt 8 5 f 8 — 


ei $6, an. 
SWEET. 
A greater Sweetneſs on thoſe Lips chere growh 


Than Breath that out from a new-folded Roſe. - 
wg fates 4 1 an Nun. 


. 
# 
_ 


Pa. EF x SG LES @ 1 dl A 


1 Wan cha 20 e mxtark'd * the 


Arm 
Of budding HEE. 
Howanw' Duke of Lerma. | 


o ſoſt 
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O ſoft as Bloſſoms, and yet ſweeter far ! 
*weeter than Incenſe, which to Heaven aſcends, 
Tho' tis preſented there by Angels Hands! 
>  OTwar's Dis Carlos. + 


S WIMM ING. 


I ſaw him beat the Billows under him, ' © * 
And ride upon their Backs : He trod the Water, 
Whoſe Enmity he flung afide, and breafted 4 
The moſt 9 Surge that met him: His bold 

ea A e 

High *bove the contentious Waves he kepft, 
And oar'd himfelf with his ſtrong Arms to Shore. 
_ SHAXESPEAR's Tempeſt. | 


Accoutred as we were, we both plung'd in 
The troubl'd Tiber, chafing with the Shores: 
The Torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 81 { 
With luſty Sinews,. throwing it afide,. 
And ſtemming it with Hearts of Controverſy, | 


'SnaxBoPran's u Caſas. 


Th' affrighted Bel] mm/ 1 
As ſhe ſtood trembling on the Veſſel's Side, 
Was by a Wave waſh d off into the Deep: 
When inftantly I plung'd into the Ses, 
And buffeting the Billows to her Refcue, { 
Redeem'd her Life with half the Loſs of mine: 
Like a rich in one Hand I bore her, v7 2 14 
And with the , daſh'd the fancy Waves 
That throng'd and preſs'd to rob me of 7 Prize... 

| reſerv d. 


OrTwar's Fezice 
He plung'd into the Sis, and where twas 


2 ſwiſteſt, 
Plough'd to his Point againſt the headſtrong Stream. 
LAZ“ Maſſacre of Paris. 


„ Now 


ab4 We BEAUTI1EZs 7 


* Now far caſting oer the Main his Bye, 
With trembling Indignation he beheld 
His diſtant Fleet inactive to his Aid; | 
Then kheav'd his Breaſt, and ſpringing with the 

Thought, 

He headlong plung'd him in the Waves, 
In one rais'd Hand aloft above the. Tide, | 
Some Scrolls of high Importance he preſerv'd ; 
And, with iq, er, plough'd the Surge before 


As oft, athwart the rapid Floods of Nile, 
Some monſtrous Crocodile, in quelt of Prey, 
Rolls his Hogg, Length, thro' Showers of Darts 
n 
So fearleſs of the Müäng Shafts around him, 
Swam 11 _ Cæſar foaming to his Fleet. 
CI BEA“ Ceſar in Egypt. 


$WOONING. 


Her Eyes are lov, and | tho' with her 'ti 
C 


Her Beauty ſhines without the Help of Light; 


Nature begins to conquer in the Strife, 

And thro' her Lips ſoft Whiſpers ſteal off Life: 
How freſh they ſhew! The Roſes almeſt gone, 

For want of Air, by Breath ſeem newly blown! 
Her 7 to move, and ſhine with Life, 

Now ain in Death's ungentle Strife! 

In doubeful Weather, ſo the Sun reſigne | 
Ny CER his Light to Clouds, and ſometimes 


ſhines; 
Howaz' s Veflal Vi . 


My Sight g pow dim, and every Object dances,. 
And * before me in n the Maze of Death. 
+ Daynpen's All for: Love. 


« | 


1 ® A ſudden 


28 


V 
D 
A 
F 
U 


cn 
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A ſudden Trembling ſeiz d on all his Limbs ; 


His Eyes diſtorted grew, his Vi pales ß -/" 1s, 
His Speech forſook him ; Life itſelf ſeem'd fled: * 
 OTwar's Orphan. 


A ſudden Damp has ſeiz'd my vital Spirits 
I ſee but thro' = Miſt, and 4 dy off. n 


Darbzx' 4 A url. 
She faint ! 6 2a benlert 170 22 
Her Cheeks are cold, and the lat leaden der, 
Hangs beavy on her Lids 7618 24 
34 49 quu Rows) u 
Sore Lam AL AND — s End. |... i 
My Head runs round, my Eyes begin to Ras 4 | 


And dancing Shadows ſwim before my Si Sada 
Rowe's Jane Shore. 


She faints ! t her! , 2 20 
Suſtain her H , while 1 infos tis Cond, p/ * 0 
Into her dying L 15 From Spices, Drugs, 

Rich Herbs, and F lowers, the potent Juice 78 
*. drawn; 23 45 32%) [Aid ei ot 

With wondrous: Force it ſtrikes the lazy Spirits, 7 | 

Drives them around, and wakens Life ane: 

And ſee ! ſhe ſtirs, and the returning Bloodee 

Faintly begins to bluſh again, and kindle 

Upon her Any Cheeks 1 | Did. 


TEARS, 
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cx der du den ON 


2 TEARS. | 
E T me wipe off this honourable Dew, 


My Heart hath melted at a Lady's Tears, 

Bein an ordinary Inandation: 

But this Effuſion — ſuch manly 

This Shower blown up by Tempeſt of thy Soul, 
Startles my Eyes, and makes me more amaz d, 
Than had I ſeen the vaulted Top of Heaven, 


F 'er with burning Meteo | 
We Pe e Saber zan King 7b. 


Tears 
Stood on her Cheeks, as doth the -dew 
— a Ma Lily almoſt wither'd. 
\ SHAK BSPEAR's Titus Androniew, 


Thy Heart is big ! Get thee ay ; and weep: 
Paſſion I ſee is catching, for my 
Seeing thoſe Bench of ſtand in thine, 


Begin to water. 
_ Saaxzsr zan“ Juli. Cæſar. 


What ſaucy Sorrow dares approach your Heart ? 
Waſte not thoſe precious Tears ] O weep no more 
Should Heav'n * the World would be too 

r 
(Robb'd of 3.4 ul Treaſure of your Eyes,) 
To pay for Mercy, one fit Sacrifice ! 
 ErTHtRzGE's Love in @ Tub, 


What precious Drops are thoſe, 
Which filently each other's Track purſue, 
Bright as oung Diamonds, in their infant Dew: 


That Silver - like doth progreſs on thy Cheeks: 


'Yout 


— &©Xy id ley 
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Your Luſtre you ſhould ren from Tears maintain, | 
Like Egypt, fi without the Help of Rain. 


Now curs'd be 5 who gave this Cauſe of Grief, 
And double curs'd, who does not give Relief, | 
| Drone nie of ee 
Fehn 1 bee: 


In all the Storm of Grief; yet beautiful ! * 
Vogbing ſuch Breath of Sorrow, chat her Li 
Which late appear'd like Buds, were now o erblown ! 
Pouring forth ears, at ſuch a laviſh Rate, 
That were the World on Fire, they might "have 


e? 


— wa iN takes 
The Wra av n, m 7 | 
Bine e Mithridates. | 


„ Twould raiſe me Pity, bet to . the Tears 
Force thro' her ſnowy Lids the melting 2 * 


— lod ge l on ber red wa 0 
ch I e Thivgs ; When e ſi 


0 ey thoſe Pearls away, 
oye from r 


„or arti 
As Dews 


n 


i; 


By Hear" _— Love, thou doſt ab my 
Tine: not r Tear that falls, from thoſe dear 


1 Eyes,” 
| But makes my Heart weep Blood. . 1 Lid. 
10 474% | 1 . 44 al 278038 


Oh I will credit my Semandra? 5 "Tears ! * 
Nor chink them | Props of Chance, like other Wo- 


b. The Weather of th their de Win the chryſtal Bubbles, 
Which \ they can . at W bet hn a id. 5 


Ong 


* 


Vour 
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One Smile one Tear of Joy from my Semandra, 


Will walk; hs Agger of” ner away! 
. LIE“. Mit hridatei. 


* look'd ol and bene, | xt 
While from her wor Face, the file "Cole ther Tears 
Dropp'd as they had not ve, and | 


parting. 
bl Darven's neat — 


In Tears my fair Candivpe ud 
So, thro”. a wat'ry Cloud,. 
The Sun at once ſeems both to weep nd ae! 
For what Forefather's Sin do you affli cc 
Thoſe precions.Eyes ? For fe you have 


None of your own to wow? 
\Dxypen': Secret Love. 


| Stop, ſtop thoſe Tears, Monimia! for they, fall, 

Like aneful Dew from a ditemper'd ee 

I feel them chill me to the very Heart. x 
— . o 


Paſſion bv big, and 1 could not forbear ? 
Tears l 11 Eyes, and N ſeiz'd m 


Joid. 


* 


I ſee thy. modeſt Tears aſham'd to fall, % 
Aud witneſs any Part of Woman in — 310 
Davpax' 5 Teil 4 casi. 


Believe theſe Tom which from my wounded 


Heart, 
Bleed at my Eyes. | 
Daroan' 5 Span! js Friar, 
Senn thou weepelt “, 


Come, let me kiſs thy Eyes, and catch tlioſe Pearls, 
Hold 


urls, 
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Hold oy — cloſe to mine, chat none may 


And * me ſome of thoſe celeſtial Drops! I... 
Bax xs“ Unhappy Favourite. 


O dry thoſe Tears, thoſe Drops of liquid Pearl ! 
More precious far than aromatic Gums, - | 
Or . un which Eaſtern Groves diſtil! "2 

Hiecons's Generous: / ARID 1 


Mine is Grief of ury, nat Deſpair 1 q 
And if a manly — or two fall down, * ; 
It ſcalds along my Cheeks ; like the green Wood, { 
That ſpunering in the Flames, works outward inte 

F. L 5 's Clomenes., .. 


The waiting Tears ſtood ready for Command. 
And now they flow to varniſh the falſe Tale. \ 


- Row?'s Ambitious Stepmother, 


A riſing Storm of Paſſion ock her Bret, . | 
Her Eyes, a piteous Show'r of Tears let fall, 7 


Ang a3 if ber Heart were breaking | p N 


 Rowt's Fair Penitent. 


O raiſe thee, my Lavinia, from the Earth ! Wy 
It is too much, this Tide of flowing Grief, © 


This Waſte of Tears! Ibid, 

Thov weep'ſt boy Queen, and hang' l thy drooping 
Like noddi Poppies heavy with the Rain, U 
That bow their weary Necks, and bend to Earth. 

| RowR“ Fane Grey. 


Thy tell- tale Eyes, the riſing Breath that ſwells | 
Thoſe ſnowy Orbs, theſe Tears of pearty Dew, 
That, Drop by Drop, ſteal from thy languid Eyes, 1 
N ſpeak the Paſſion of thy Soul?“ 


Cu. JounsoN's u of Friendfvip. | 
Vor. III III. I From 
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From his Bs Heart, o 'd with generous 
Sorrow ; | 
See the Tide working upward to his Eye, 


And ftealing from him io large filent Drops, 
Without his Leave. 
Youne' 4 Bufir it, 


I kiſs'd her ſoftly, and the a Sigh ! 
Tears make her Cheek feel like a Damaſk Roſe 


Wet with "op Evening Dew. 
F Euro Mariamne. 


* Thy Tears are no R ch 
Tears oſt look . on the manly Cheek, 
The Cruel cannot weep. Lo ! Friendſhip's Eye 
Gives thee the Drop it would refule i ell. 
TRromPgoN's Sopboniſba. 


® Theſe fond Tears, 
This Woman's idle, ineffectual Sorrow, 
Are all th' Aſſiſtance which thy Friend can males: 
Thus the poor Mother of the tuneful Brood, 
Which ſome rapacious Peaſant tears away, 
With feeble Cries flutters around the Neſt, 


In vain oppoking t the Deſtroyer's Hand. 


F ROWDE' s Philktas. 
* of Nature's Tears 


T would not rob thee ; they in jan; Virtue, 


Soften at once, and fortify the 
But when they riſe to Be this deſperate Language, 


They then grow Tears- of Weakneſs 
* THOMPSON's Edward and Eleonora. 


Hide not « thy Tears; weep, boldly —— and be 


To 22 Virtue manly Way 
'Tis Nature's dark, i know ade Hear by. 
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Shame on thoſe Breaſts of Stone, that cannot mer, 
In ſoft Adoption of anacher s Sorrow. 
Hits Alnire. - 


* Thoſe Tears, 15 Daughter, are a Tribute due 
To ſo much blaſted Virtue | Heav'n, that 

The Weakneſs of our Natures, will forgive, 

Nay, muſt a Love Debt, when decent paid 
Nor can the Mortal blame the Tear 
Which glitters on the Bier of fallen Work. 


SurkLEY*; Parricide. 


* Oh! why in Tears? Yet even in Tears 
moſt lovely. 
So charms ſweet Morning, when the vernal Ray 
Refulgent ſhines throꝰ the deſcending Dew, 
And crowns the Prime of Nature with freſh Glories ! 
PaTERSON's Arminias. 
Receive a Tribute Heav'n itfelf accepts; | 
Theſe Tears of Joy, that ſtream to Philip's Praiſe ; 
And Tears, that from high born Hearts oblig'd 
Are Bribes, which the moſt glorious Kings 1 . 
S abw. 


- 
- 


. How, thre her Tears, with pale and trembling 
iance, | 
The Eye of Beauty ſhines, and lights her Sorrows ! 
As riſes o'er the Storm ſome Silver Star, 
The Seaman's Hope, and Promiſe of his Safety. 
2 Fzancis'; Eugenia. 
* Her Tears, like Drops of molten Lead, 
With Torment burn their Paſſage to my Heart. 
_ YounG's Brothers, 
® Grief is th' unhappy Charter of our Sex 
The Gods who gave us readier Tears to ſhed 
Gave us more Cauſe to ſhed them. AF 
N WHITEHEAD's Cres. 


12 TERROR. 


- 
* 
* 
> 
0 
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; TERROR, 


* A nameleſs Terror ſtirs my Soul, 
And ſpreads ſevere Diſquiet thro my Boſom. 
Why ſhould I fear ? The Man of Guilt alone 
Should feel Diſorder, —* I is but Nature's Frailty; 
Th' unbidden Trembling of the various Heart, 
Where Hopes and Fears ariſe, and paſs by Turns. 
| _MaLiLeT's Muſtapha, 


* What Means this boding Terror that uſurps, 
In Spite o' me, Dominion o'er my Heart, 
Converting the ſweet Flow'r of new-blown Hope 
To deadly Night-Shadt ! 8 to my Soul 

The Fountain of its Bliſs, 

| MILLER“ Mabomet. 


THANKS. 


Oh! hadſt thou fought ſo poorly as thou ſpeak'|, 
Thy Actions, all thy Laurels, that lie green 
Upon thee, ſtrait would wither and be Duſt : 
To mention but thy laſt, the laſt of Wars, 
Which ev'n the Breath of Majeſty makes vile; 
So much below thy Valour is all Language ! 
'The Glory of that Battle is your own : 
To thee we owe the Day, our Life, and Empire ! 
Demand 1 ſay, aſk me moſt royally ; 
I will be laviſh to thy vaſt Ambition. 
And crown thy Wiſhes like a giving God. 

| | LEV Mithridates. 


Now by my-Hopes of Mercy, he's ſo loſt, 
His Heart's ſo full, brimful of Tenderneſs, 
The Sevſe — what you've done has ſtruck him ſpeech 

_ leſs, i” &©3 * 
Nor can he thank you now but with his 9 
. — „Noi 27 id, 


Fain 


ain 
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Fain I in Gratitude would ſomething fay, 
But am too far in Debt for Thanks to pay. 
OTwayY's Don Carlos. 


Well have you made amends by this laſt Comfort, 
For the cold Dart you ſhot at me before : 
For this laſt Goodneſs, O my Athenais ! 
I empty all my Soul i in Thanks before you! 


Lee's Theodofius, 


Words would but wrong the Gratitade 'I owe you: 
Should I begin to ſpeak, my Soul's ſo full, 
That I ſhould talk of nothing elſe all Day. 
| Orwar' Orphan. 


With Gratitude as low, as Knees can pay, 
To thoſe beſt holy Fires, our guardian Angels, 
Receive theſe Thanks, * Altars can be rais'd. 
 Dayven's Don Sebaſtian. 


You have deſerv'd from me 
More than Reward can anſwer. 
Were the main Ocean cruſted into Land, 
And univerſal Monarchy were mine, | 
Here ſhould the Gift be plac'd. TM Ibid, 


What I am, | 
Is but thy Gift : Make what thou canſt of p me, 
Secure of no Repulle. 


Let my Tears thank u, for I cannot ſi ak ; 
And if I SB. "2 2 


Words were not made to vent ſuch Thoughts as mine. 


Lid. 


Grant me but Life, A Heav'n, but Length of 


Days, 
To pay ſome Part, ſome little of this Debt, 
This countleſs Sum of Tenderneſs and Love, 
| TI 3 For 


— 
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For which I ſtand engag'd to this All-Excellence: 

Then bear me in a Whirlwind to my Fate! 

Snatch me from Life, and cut me ſhort unwarn'd ; 

Then, then 'twill be enough | I ſhall be old, 

I ſhall have liv'd beyond all Era's then 

Of yet unmeaſur'd Time, when I have made 

This exquiſite, this moſt amazing Goodneſs, 

Some Recompence of Love and matchleſs Truth! 
Concreve's Mourning Bride, 


O call not to my Mind what you have done! 
It ſets a Debt of that Account before me, 


Which ſhews me poor and bankrupt ev'n in Hopes | 


| Ibid. 
What can I pay thee for this noble Uſage, 
But grateful Praiſe ? So Heav'n it ſelf is paid! 
"5 Rows's Tamer laut. 


For that kind Word 
Thus let me fall, thus humbly to the Earth, 
Weep on your Feet, and you for this Goodneſ; | 
Rows8's Fair Penitent, 


. 
O my more than Father | 
Let me not live but at thy very Name 
My _ Heart ſprings up, and with Joy ! 
When | forget the — 4 vaſt Debt I owe thee ; 
Forget! but tis impoſſible, then let me 
Forget the Uſe and Privilege of Reaſon, 
Be driven from the Commeree of Mankind, 
To wander in the Deſart, among Brutes ; 
To bear the various Fury of the Seaſons; 
The Night's unwholeſome Dew, and Noon-Day's 


Heat 
To be the Scorn of Earth, and Curſe of Hear's, | 


Oh 


che ENOIIS H Bracr 15 


Oh! let me unlade my Breaſt 
Pour out the Fulneſs of my Soul before you ! 
Shew every tender, every grateful Thought, 4 
This won "ous Goodnels fits But tis 1 in poſſible 
And Utterance all is vile; fince I can — | 


Swear you reign here, but never tell how much ! 
Row 4 Fair Penitent. 


Vour Bounty i is beyond my 1 
But tho' my Mouth be dumb my 

you 3 
And when it melts before the Throne of Mercy, 
My fervent Soul ſhall breathe one Prayer for you; 
That Heav'n will pay you back, when moſt you need 


The Grace and Goodneſs-you have ſbewn to me. 
Rows's Jane Shore, 


There is a Kind of Gratitude in Thanks, 


You have fo 
With u 


Such Thanks as Slaves, redeem'd from Bondage 
ive, 
Such Vows as Love recovered from Deſpair, 
Breathes forth in Extaſy of _ rous Joy, 
Receive from theſe warm 'P 
Jam that Slave from Chains — thee redeem d, 
That Love by thee recovered — Deſpair. 
SòW II“ Sir Walter Ratcigh. 


» Heart-deliver'd Greetings 
Such as no Love, no Friendſhip ever breath'd: 
The Fervency of Thanks for his Deliveranoe,, 


L 4, N When 


3 
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When the wreck'd Sailor finds himſelf on Land, 
Gives but a faint Idea of their Zeal. 

| | HavarD's Regulus. 


® Your pious Offices ſhall ever be 
My fervent Theme; and if my doubtful Span, 
Relenting Heav'n ſhould ſtretch to Years remote, 
Each paſſing Hour ſhall ſtill remind my Thought, 
And tell me that I owe my all to thee ; 
My Friend ſhall thank you too for — . Life. 


Jones's 
THOUGHTS. 


I have been ſtudying how to compare 
The Priſon where I live, unto the World : 
And for becauſe the World is populous, 
And here is not a Creature but myſelf, 

I cannot do it: Yet I'll hammer't out : 

My Brain I'll prove the Female to my Soul ; 
My Soul the Father and theſe two beget 
A Generation of ſtill breeding Thoughts 
And theſe ſame Thoughts people this little World, 
In Humours like the — 4 1 this World: 

For no Thought is contented. The better Sort, 
As Thoughts of Things divine are intermix'd 
With Scruples, and ſet the Faith itſelf 

Againſt the Faith. 

Thoughts tending to Ambition, they do plot : 
Unlikely Wonders ! How theſe vain weak Nails 
May tear a Paſſage thro' the flinty Ribs 

Of this hard World, my rugged Priſon Walls; 
And, for they cannot die in their own Pride, 
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themſelves 
That they are not the firſt of Fortune's Slaves; 
And ſhall not be the laſt ! Like filly Beggars, 
Who fitting in the Stocks, refuge their Shame, 
That many have, and others muſt be there; 


arl of Eſſex. 


And 
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And in this Thought they find a kind of Eaſe, 
Bearing their own Misfortunes on the Back 

Of ſuch who have before endured the like. 

Thus play I in one Priſon many hay py | 
And none contented : Sometimes am I a King; 
Then Treaſon makes me wiſh myſelf a Beggar ; / 
And ſo I am. Then cruſhing Pen / 
Perſuades me I was better when a King : 

Then I am king'd again ; and by and by. 

Think that I am unking'd by Ba/lingbroke, 

And ſtraight am nothing: But whate'er I am, 
Nor I, nor any Man, that but Man is, 

With nothing ſhall be pleas'd, till he be eas d 


By being nothing. | 
| SHAKESPEAR*s Richard II. 


Thought's the Slave of Life, and Life's Time's Fool 
And Time that takes Survey of all the World, „ 


Muſt have a Stop. 15374 ar-1 
. SHAKESPEAR's Henry VIII. 


There is nothing, 


Or good, or bad, but thinking makes it ſo. / 
SHAKESPEAR's Hamlet. 


Thoughts ſucceed Thoughts, like reſtleſs troubl. d 
Waves, 1 * 


Daſhing out one another. | =: 
| HowaR D“ Duke of Lerma. - 


Thus my Thoaghts are tired 
With tedious Journies up and down my Mind: 
Sometimes they loſe their Way ; ſometimes as flo 
As Beaſts o'erloaded, heavily they move, 
Preſy'd by the Weight of Sorrow, and of Love. 

- Howard's Veſtal Firgrn. 


Conſider ? 


15 
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| Confider ? How ſhould I 
Conſider who grow mad with Th ts, 
When every one, endavouring to be 
Stop up the Paſſage, and. will choak my Reaſon. 
Ene's Mithridate. 


Penſive like Kings, in their ing State. 
| . De vpan': Rival Ladies. 
My hts grow wild, 
And let in Fears of ugly Form upon me. 
| OTwar's Orphan. 
Oh ! that my working Thoughts were once at Reſt, 
Still as fallen Stars, . bound up in Froft ! 
|  TaTE's Loyal General. 
O peaceful Solitude! 
Here all Things ſmile, and in ſwet Concert join: 


All but my Thoughts, that ſtill are out of Tune, 
And break like jarring Strings, the Harmony X 6 
| Ibid. 


F think, therefore I am : Hard State of Man, 
That proves his Being by an Argument, 
That ſpeaks him wretched ! Birds in Cages loſe 
The Freedom of their Nature's unconfined ; 
Yet they will fing, and bill, and murmur there, 
As merrily as if they were on Wing: 
But Man, tha: reaſoning Favourite of Heav'n, 
How can he bear it? I ho' the Body find 
Reſpite from Torment, yet the Mind has none! 
But thouſand reſtlefs Thoughts, of different Kinds, 
Beat thick upon the Soul ! Some are comparing 
The preſent. with the paſt : How happy once 
I was, and now how wretched ! Some preſenting 
My Miſeries, by others Happineſs; 
Whilſt others falſly flattering me to Life, Ten 
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Tell me my Fortune ripens in the Womb 


Of Time; and I ſhall yet be happy. 
SoUTHERN's Loyal Brotber. 


I'm lad to find thee and thy Mind at Peaee, 
Thy all clear as chry fal current Streams 
In —— lay, courſing each other down 
From the fair ountain of an honeſt. Soul. 

| SOUTHERN's Diſappointment: 


My ridden Thoughts, hagg d with „ "mi Tears, 
Have ſunk my Spirit to he Depth e 2 
14. 


Oh ! fleep that Thought, and 1 ſhall be at Baſe 


O name it not again 
It ſhews a beaſtly Image to my Fancy, 
Will wake me into adneſs ! « 
Orwar's Venice Profere/ds 


wild hurrying Thoughts 
Start every Way from my diſtracted Soul, 
Jo find out Hope, and only meet Deſpair. 
SouTHERN's Fatal . 


Thicking 1 me mad: Why muſt I. 
N | 
When no Thought brings me Comfort ? Ibid. 


Thou haſt rous d a Thought, : 


Which like a ſudden Earthquake, ſhakes my Frame, 
ConcrEve's Miurning Bride. 


Oh! Thou haft ſearch'd too deep 
There, there I bleed ! There pull the horrid Cords, 
= ſtrain my — yarar ann Engines and Wheels 
, are Beds of Down and Balm, 
Tot — g Thought! * 
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See where he ſtands, folded and fix'd to Earth, 
Stiffening in Thought, | 


Forget that Thought, 


Which jarring grates your Soul, and turns the Har- 


mony | | 
Of bleſſed Pea.2, to curs'd infernal Diſcord. | 
0 Row R' Ambitious Stepmot her. 


Thought is Damnation! Tis the Plague of Devils 


To think on what they are! id. 


Her thoughtful Soul labours with ſome Event 
Of high Import, which joſtles like an Embrio 
In its dark Womb, and longs to be diſclos' d. — 
| , 1 » 

Stop there, Aſpaſia ! LJ 
And bar ry Fancy, from the guilty Scene! 
Let not Thought enter, leſt the buſy Mind 
Should muſter uch a Train of monſtrous Images, 
As would diſtract me! Rowe's Tamerlane. 


By Heav'n ! I'd rather be a Dog 
And lead a brutal Life, without Reflection; 
Than to be ſtung with this tormenting Thought 
DxtNN1s's Rinaldo and Ar mida. 


Allow my melancholy Thoughts this Privilege, 
Fo let them brood. in ſecret o'er my Sorrows. 
Rows's Fair Penitent. 


- Tarn not to Thought my Brain, but let me find: 
Some-unfrequented Shade There lay me down, 
And let forgetful Dulneſs ſteal upon me, 
To ſoften and aſſwage this Pain of thinking. , 

T1 id, 


He heav'd beneath a preſſing Load ary 
: 4bi 


% Would 


Coxnckeve's Mourning Bride. 


ws OO ' PA 


the Ex GLISH STAGE. 181 


Would I had met : 
Sharpeſt Convulſions, ſpotted Peſtilences, 
Or any other deadly Foe to Life, 1 
Rather than heave — this Load of Thought. 

| RowzE' Fair Penitent. 


There is a ſtrange Diſorder in thy Thoughts, 
Something thou would'ſt unfold, but know'ſt * _ 
Ibid. 


O calm ; 
The warring Paſſions, and tumultuous Thoughts, ; 
That rage within thee, and detorm thy Reaſon ! / 


Ii. 
A thouſand crowding Thoughts 


Break in at once: This Way, and that, they ſnatch ; 


They tear my hurried Soul! All claim. Attention, 
And yet not one is heard! ' 


Rows's Fane Shore: 
O Thought! could thinking like a cruel Child 
Deſtroy its Parent—-All were well again, 
| But thou ſelf-conſcious multiply'ſt thyſelf, 


Not loſing aught tho' ever bringing forth, 
Ill-fated Womb of bitter Fruitfulneſs. 


SEW.EL's Sir Walter Raleigh, 


* Why do I think, 

When ev'ry Thought adds Fuel to the Flame, 
Brings in freſh Woe, and makes Pain perpetual #- 
Here Reaſon is but giv'n us for a Curſe, 
And Senſe is, when moſt exquiſite, moſt painful + 
But 'tis the Fate of Wretchedneſs like mine, 
We, by avoiding, run into the Danger, | 
And ſtriving not to think—then think the moſt. 

| HavaRD's Scanderbeg, 


* In this dread Interval, O buſy Thought, 
From outward Things deſcend into thy ſelf? 
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Search deep * Heart! Bring with thee awful Con- 
Cience, s 

And firm Reſolve ! That in th' approaching Hour 

Of Blood and Horror, I may ſtand unmov'd; 

Nor fear to ſtrike where Juſtice calls, nor dare 


To ſtrike where ſhe forbids. 
Barbara. 


THREATNING. 
| Some God pluck threeſcore Years from that fond 


| Man, 
That I may kill him, and not ſtain my Glory ! 
BAUM oT Maid's Tragedy. 


From his iron Den Pl waken Death, 
And hurl him on this. King: My. Honeſty 
Shall ſteel my Sword; and on its horrid Point 
Pl wear my Cauſe, that ſhall amaze the Eyes 
Of this proud Man, and be too glittering 
For him to look on. 


I Bid. 
+ By my juſt Sword, he'd ſafer 
Beftride a Billow, when the angry North 
Ploughs up the Seas, or made Heav'n's Fire _—_ 
d. 


Set Hills on Hills betwixt me, and the Man 
Phat utters this, and I will ſcale them all, 
And from the utmoſt Tops fall on his Neck 
Like Thunder from a Cloud. 
BraunonT's Philafler. 


Did he, my Slave, preſume to look fo high! 
That crawling Inſet, who from Mud began, 
Warm'd by my Rays, and kindled into Man! 

_ DxvpeN's 


Safer 
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Safer thou may'ſt with Thunder play, kiſs Fire, 
Grapple with Death, a Peſtilence invade, 
With all his fatal purple Pomp array'd !- 
| Lzz's Sophoniſbe. 


Oh ! wert thou young again, I would put off 
My Majeſty to be more terrible ; | 
That like an Eagle I might ſtrike this Hare, 
Trembling to Earth ! Shake thee to Duſt, and tear 
Thy Heart for this bold Lye, thou feeble Dotard ! 
LzEs': Alexander. 


Ob! that Hos wn? a Man, that I might drive 
Around the World, and ſcatter thy Contagion, 
As Gods hurl mortal Plagues when they are angry. 


Think not I have forgot your Inſolence: 
No; tho' I pardon'd it, yet if again 
Thou dar'ſt to croſs me with another Crime, 
The Bolts of Fury ſhall be doubled on thee, 
Il pour ſuch. Storms of Indignation an thee, 
piles Rack, Califthenes' Diſgrace, 
Shall be. Delight to what thou ſhalt . 


If ſhe be dead That If's impoſſible; 
And let none here affirm it for his Soul: 
For he that dares but think ſo damn'd a Lye; 
III have his Body ſtrait in pal'd before me, 
And glut my Eyes upon his bleeding Entrails. 
| | LIE“ 4l:xander. 


Peace, Villains! Peace, conſpiring Sycophants ! 
Now, by the Gods. my Eyes are half unſcal'd; 
But if the Thought that kindles in my Breaſt, 
Finds proper | ucl. to-increaſe my t ire, 


* 


Lal 
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I ſhall conſume you: Traitors, if I find, 
Which I begin to do, that you have play'd 
The Villain: u Wt gd i 
Mark me ; if aught of this, if any Shadow 
Appears that you conſpir'd to betray me, 

T']1 heap ſuch Horrors on your frighted Souls, 
That you ſhall call your Brother Devils up, 


To ſnatch you hence, rather than ſtand my Fury. 
1 Lee's Mithridater. 


Oh that thou wer't my equal, great in Arms, 
As the firſt Cæſar was, that I might kill thee, 


Without a Stain to Honour. 
Dzypen's All for Lowe. 


When my Ghoſt is from this Body daſh'd, 
If ſuch a Goblin as a Ghoſt there be, 
I'll riſe and wing the Midway Air to wait thee ; 
Hurl'd thou ſhalt be, as Saturn was by Jouve, 


And flag beneath me while I reign above. 
| Davozx' and Lee's Oediput. 


Oh ! I can bear no more! 

Thy cunning Engines have with Labour rais'd 
My heavy Anger, like a mighty Weight, 
To fall and cruſh thee dead ! See, thou raſh Zx:on, 
Thy promis'd Jans vaniſh'd in a Cloud ! 
And in her Room, avenging Thunder rolls, 
To blaſt thee! . | | Ibid. 

But hear me, Maid, this Blot of Nature, 
This deform'd loath'd Carcaſe \ 
Is Maſter of a Sword, to reach the Blood _ 
Of your young Minion, ſpoil che Gods ſine Work, 
And ſtab you in his Heart. | Ibid. 


Yes, yes, ye Gods ! ye ſhall have ample Venge- 
Ley ance 

On Laius* Murderer! O the Traitor's Name! 

IU know it ; I will: Art ſhall be conjur'd for't, 6: 
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And Nature all unravell'd. I'll fetch him, 

Tho' lodg'd in Air upon a Dragon' s Wing: 

Tho? Rocks Oe "40 him : Nay, he * * 

ra * | 

From Hell, if Charms can horry him along: 

His Ghoſt ſhall be, by ſ age Tirefias' Pow'r, - 

Confin'd to Fleſh, to ſuffer Death once more:; 

And then be plung'd i in his firſt Fires again. 
Dzxptn's and Lee's Ordipur. 


My Vio ne rolls within my Breaſt ! It muſt, 
It will have Vent! My Blood rides high 11 will 


not hide | 
My. Head, but meet thee in the very Face of 
Danger! 
Oh ! Were I on ſome Precipice' „n 
High as O/ympus, and a Sea beneat gn / 


Call when thou durſt, juſt on the ſha eſt Point, 
ry meet, and tuwhle with thee to Deſtruction! 


awing Conſcience haunts not guilty Men, 
a Fu haunt thee ! 


Nay, ſhould'ft _ take the Shgian Lake far Res. 
uge, | 
ll plunge in — thro' the boiling Flames, 
To puſh thee hiſſing down the vaſt Abyſs. 
| Dzvves' s Troilus and cf. 


Rack me 2 
ve Pow'rs above, with all your choiceſt Torments, 
Horror of Mind, and Pains yet -uninvented, — © 77 | 
If I not practiſe Cruelty upon her, 
And treat Revenge, ſome ay yet never N 1. 7 

_Orwar's Orphan, 


| Do me Juſtice, et 
Or, by the Gods,. I'll lay a Scene of Blood, er 
Shall make this Die horrible to Nature: 


F * 104 | FE wilt 
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I will have Juſtice : | 
Who'll ſleep in Safety that has me 0s Oy 
OrtwaY's Orpban 


Oh! that I had 
Some one renown'd, and winter'd as myſelf, 
T'encounter, like an Oak, the rooting Storm 
But thou art weak, and to the Earth wite bend, 
With my leaſt Blaſt, thy Head of Bloſſoms down. 
LIE“ 4 Caeſar Borgia. | 


Speak then, or I will teat thee Limb from Limb: 
'Thau ſhalt be ſafe, if thou confeſs the Truth; 
But if thou hide aught from me, I will rack thee, 
Till with thy horrid Groans, thou wake the Dead: 


Or I will cut thee to Anatom 
And ſearch thre' nll hp. 3 _ 


If then, 1 prove thee falſe, O Bellamivra ! 
Not that celeſtial Copy, ev'n thy Face, 
Shall "ſcape ; but I will raze the / Draught, as if 
3 

art , I prove 

That Skin of thine, that ache e of Heavn, 
Which ſome more curious Angel caſt about thee, 
Will T tear off, tho' cleaving 2 the Shrine: 
If chou doſt piay me falſe, think not of Mercy: 
Til take thee -unprepar'd, and fink hp Ghuk, 
Body and Soul to everlaſting Ruin. Ibid. 


O did I know the Name of kim T1 dread ! 
What God in Arms ſhould ſave him from thy 
© Sword? | id. 


I will crumble thee, 

"Thou bottled Spider, into thy primitive Earth, 
Unleſs thou ſwear thy very Thou jought's a Lye. 

| DzYpen's and LET Duke of Guiſe. 


In- 
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Infamous Wretch ! | 
So much below my Scorn, I dare not kill thee ! 
Dzypen's and Lez's Duke of Guiſe. 


Haſt thou compacted for a Leaſe of Years, | 
With Hell, * e thou ventur ſt Di 


Had any W ſland'rous Villain ſaid it, 
J would — turn'd him Outſide to the Sun, | 
Diſplay'd th' infected Fountain of his Thou and 
And ſtabb d the venom'd Lye down to his 
SOUTHERN' » Difoppointment. 


Tho' he were great as the firſt Cæſar was, 
High ſeated in the Empire of the World, 
With Nations waiting round him for his Guarda, 
He went to nothing ; all his Glories here | 
Should meet his ate, and nn ; 


Defra! Fiſt Doftrudion 
Fall on my coward Head and make my Name 
The common Scorn of Fools, if I forgive him + 5 


If I ve him, if I not reve 
wk ER „and moſt — 2 4 Dr 
* 
Or war 2 Fe. 


— thu e 
Cowards are ſcar'd with Threataings : "Boys are 
whipp'd 


Into Confeſſions ; a ſteady Mind ©, 
As of itſelf, rs OY 


Oh! chr T had he fri Head of * 


all me df pre the Wark Work! 2 r. chou 


And 
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And hiſs chee with the laſt! 
; Darpzx' Don Sebaſtian, 


Think not you dream; or if you did my In- 
| uries | | 
Shall call fo loud, that Lethargy ſhould wake: 
And Death ſhould give you back to anſwer me: 
The long expected Hour is come at length, 
By manly Vengeance, to redeem my Fame: 
And that once clear'd, eternal Death is welcome. 
| | Joid. 


Thou haſt dar'd 

To tell me what I durſt not tell myſelf ; 

I durſt not think that I was ſpurn'd, and live; 
And live to hear it boaſted to my Face: 
All my long Avarice of Honour loſt: "3 
Heap'd up in Youth, and hoarded up for Age ; 
Has Honour's Fountain ſucked back the Stream ? 
He has: And hooting Boys may dryſhod paſs, 
And gather Pebbles from the naked Ford. 
Give me my Love, my Honout® give em back 
Give me Revenge while I have Breath to aſk 3 

| 6 b > 14, 


By Heay'n, I will not lay down my Commiſſion, 
Not at his Foot; I will not ſtoop ſo low ; . 
But if there be a Part in all his Face 
More ſacred than the reſt, Tt throw it there. Ti 

0 . 4 * 


Avoid him | If we meet, 
t muſt be like the Cruſh of Heav'n and Earth, 
' mvolve us both in Ruin. Tbid. 
Thou might'| as ſafely meet 
The Thunder launch'd from the red Arm of Jove. 
| „ A 


. 
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Thou would'f elude my Juſtice, and — Y 
But I will follow thee uo Earth and Seas; aA 
Nor Hell ſhall hide thee from my jultsRevenge. 


Davven' 5 Amphyir ion, 


Thou ſhalt be torn by Horſes, racked alive, 
Be bury'd quick ; I'll have thee hew'd to Pieces. 
Prometheus' Vulture, and [xion's Wheel, 
The Stone, the Sieve, the Tortures of the Damn'd, 
Are but light Pains : Thou ſhalt be more than A 
damn d. Lanspown's Heroic Love. 


Better for him to tempt the Rage of Heav'n, 
And wrench the Bolt red-hifling from the Hand 
Of him that thunders, than but think that In- 
ſolence: 
Tis _ for a God! 


Concaevs' 5 * Bride.” 


wert thou not rivileg'd, like Age and Women, 

My Sword ſhould reach thee, and revenge the 
Wrong | 

Thy Ee has done my Fame! 2 

_ Rowe's Ambitions HS X 


Oh! had 1 been the Maſter but of Yeſterday, 
The World, the World had felt me, and for chee 
I had us'd thee ad thou art to me a Dog, *' 7! 
The Object of my Scorn and mortal Hatred: * 
I wou'd have taught thy Neck to know my Weight, 
And mounted from that Footſtool to my Saddle: 
Then when thy daily ſervile Taſk was done, 
I would have cag'd thee for the Scorn of Slaves, » 
Till thou had'ſt begg'd to die; 3, and. even, * * 


. 941 Mercy wb. 
I had ſpend _—_ — 


| Rowe?, Tamerlant. 
* 1 * nr * 
, g y 
+ Fit 
* 1 


— 


% 1 * +. 
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I'll print a thouſand Wounds, tear thy 8 
Ant Fete —— Heav'n. 
Rows Fair Penitent. 


To the Earth's utmoſt Verge I will purſue him: 
No Place, tho' e er ſo holy, ſhall protect him; 


No Shage, that artful Fear e'er form'd, ſhall hide him 


Ibid. 


On Eagles Wings my Rage ſhall her Fligh 
And hurl thee headlong from the topmoſt Height: 
Then like thy Fate, * will J fit, 

And view thee fall'n, ys Mensen 8 at my Feet; 
See thy laſt Breath with I 
And tread thee finking to the Shades b below. 
Row Fane Shore. 
Doft thou know 
How vile, wy es. a'Wretch my Pow'r can make 


That I can let looſe Fear, Diſtreſs, and Famine, 
To hunt thy _— 1 Hell- hounds, thro* the 
? 

That I can place thee in ſuch abject State, 
As Help ſhall never find thee ? Where repining 
Thou tal fi down, and gnaw the for An- 


Groan to the pitileſs Winds without Return; 
Howl like the midnight Wolf amidſt the Deſarts ; 
And curſe thy Life in Bitterneſs of Miſery ? * 


Is there Revenge on Earth, or Pain in Hell? 
Can Art invent, or boiling Rage ſuggeſt, 
Even endleſs Torments, which thou ſhalt not ſuffer ! 
Suirn', Pbædra and Hifpolitus, 


Oh! Thou ſhalt howl thy fearful Soul away, 
While laughing Crowds ſhall echo to thy Cries, 
And make thy Pains their Sport ! 


Drag 
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Drag him to all the Torments Earth can furniſh! 

Let him be rack'd and ganch'd, impal'd alive! 

Then let the mangl'd Monſter fix d on high, 

Grin o'er the „ Crowd, and glut their Venge- 
ance bid. 


* Then hear 28 be Witneſs to my 


I will have Ven 1 to their Crimes. 

Yes, faithleſs Huſband, * thou, perjur d Friend, 
Who oft has ſworn eternal Truth and Zeal, 
If Guilt has ſtain'd you, both alike ſhall prove 
There is no Fury like an injur'd Love. 


Convinc'd of - Wrongs, m ſhall know no 
2 y Rage 


But pour like driving Floods from broken Mounds !  - 
With anew Hye >. fell Conqueſt haſte ; 


Lay Lives, — Honours, all one dreary Waſte. 
SHLARLEY's Parricids. 
* Inſolent O know, 
This King will hurl Confuſion on thee, 


And all who ſhall invade his ſacred Rights, 

Prior to thine — Thine founded on Compulſion, 
On infamous Deceit, while his proceed 

From mutual love and free long-plighted Faith. 
She is, and ſhall be mine —I he! annul, 
By the high Power with which the Laws inveſt me, 
Thoſe guilty Forms in which you have entrap d, 
Baſely entrap d, to thy deteſted Nuptials, 

My —, deem d, who has my Heart, m 


and, 
And ſhall partake my Throne If, haughty Lord 
If this thou didſt not . then know | it now | 
And know beſides, as I have told thee this, 
Should'ſt thou but think to urge thy Tieaſon fur · 


n - 
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Than Treaſon more ! Treaſon againſt my Love 
Thy Life ſhall anſwer for it. | 


 Tromys0N's Tancred and Sigiſmunda. 


* I will come. 
And with me (tremble to be told it) comes | 
The God, that rais'd my Race to root out Tyrants. 
For Thee proud Troubler of a pilfer'd Hour ! 
Whom Age and Seu combine to ſhake from Em- 
ire 

Soon ſhall the Throne thou / no more be thine, 
And every ſnaky Fury h to find thee : 
Horror and Penitence ſhall pale thoſe Eyes, 
Which, inſolently ardent, frown on Virtue. 
Menace and Inſult, hen, ſhall quit thy Voice, 
And groaning Arguifþ grind it. 

42a Hill's Merope. 


May ftern Andate, War's victorious Goddeſs, 
Again reſign me to your impious Rage, 
If e'er I blot my Suff rings from Remembrance, 
If e'er relenting Mercy cool my Vengeance, 
Till I have driv'n you to our utmoſt Shores, 
And caſt your Legions on the crimſon'd Beach. 
Your coſtly Dwellings ſhall be ſunk in Aſhes, 
Your Fields be ravag'd, your aſpiring Bulwarks 
- O'erturn'd and levell'd to the meaneſt Shrub ; 
Your gaſping Matrons, and your Children's Blood, 


With mingled Streams ſhall dye the Britiſb Sword, 


Your captive Warriors Victims at our Altars, 
Shall croud each Temple's ſpacious Round with 
Death. GLOVER's Boadicea, 


Has honeſt Pride no juſt Reſentment left 
Nor injur'd Honour Feeling? Not Revenge 
High Heaven ſhall hear, and Earth regret my 

Wrongs. 


Hot Indignation burns within my Soul! 


III 


U 
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[']] do ſome dreadful Thing. —(I know not what! 
Some Deed as horrid as the Shame I feel) 

Shall ſtartle Nature, and alarm the World ; 

Then hence, like Lightning, let me furious fly 

To hurl Deſtruction at my Foes on high; 

Pull down Oppreſſion from its Tyrant Seat, 


Redeem my Glory, or embrace my Fate. 
JoxzEs“ Earl of Eger. 


THUNDER. 


From Winds and thick ning Clouds we Thunder fear; © 


None dread it from that Quarter which is clear. 
DrxYDpEn's Congueft of Granada. 


It comes like Thunder, grumbling in a Cloud, 
Before the dreadful Break; if here it falls, 
The ſubtle Flame will lick ap all my Blood, 
He 


And in a Moment turn my Heart to Aſhes, 
Dr rypen's Treilus and Creffida, 


The Skies are huſh'd, no bling Thunders roll. 
RYDEN's Don Sebaſtian. 


O for a Peal of Thunder, that could make 


Earth, Sea, and Air, and Heav'n, and Cato tremble ! 
ADD1so0N's Cato, 


TIME. 


Good Heay'n! thy Book of Fate before me lay, 
But to tear out the Journal of this Day: a 
Or if the Order of the World below, ; 2 
Will not the Gap of one whole Day allow, * 
Give me that Minute when ſhe made her Vow. 4 
That Minute, ev'n the Happy from their Bliſs might 
ive, — 2 
And tho who live in Grief a ſhorter Time would live, 
Son * if broke, th' eternal Chain, 
ould, like divided Waters, join again: 102. E 


7 
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It'will not be, the Fugitive is gone, 

Preſs'd by the Crowd of following Minutes on: 

That precious Moment's out of Nature fled, 

And in the Heap of common Rubbiſh laid, 

Of Things that once have been, and are decay'd. 
Dzxvypen's Conqueſt of Granada. 


| Tell her | 
To-morrow, if ſhe pleaſe, I will be happy ; 

Oh ! why ſo wag ons I my Joys delay, 

- Time, imp thy Wings, let not thy Minutes ſtay, 

But to a Moment change the tedious Day, 

The Day, 'twilt be an Age before To-morrow : 

An Age, a Death, a vaſt Eternity, 

Where we ſhall cold, and paſt Enjoyment lye. 

LEE's Tbeodbſius. 


Deſpair not then; for Time theſe Griefs will cure, 
Time dries the fighing Widow's Eyes, and makes 
The Wretch in Bondage in his Chains forget 


That ever he was happy, | | 
| H16Gc0N's Generows Conqueror, 


* Time, lenient Time, that heals /the deepeſt Woe, 
And our obfervant Daty ſhall reftore 
His Soul to Peace, and win him back to Virtue. 
PaTERSON's Arminius, 


TIMO N's Curss. 


Let me look back upon thee, O thou Wall, 
That girdleſt in thoſe Wolves! Dive in the Earth, 
And fence not Athens! Matrons turn incontinent ; 
Obedience fail in Children; Slaves and Fools. 
Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the Bench, 
And miniſter in their Steads to general Filths: 
Convert 'th* Inſtant green Virginity; _ 
Do't in your Parents Eyes: Bankrupts hold faſt, 
Rather than render back : Out with your Knives 
And cut your Truſters Throats ; wr ; 
I | Large- 


e, 


l ; 
ge- 
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Large handed Robbers your grave Maſters are 

And pill by Law: Maid to thy Maſler's Bed; 

Thy Miſtreſs is o'th" Brothel : Son of fixteen 

Pluck the kind Crutch from thy old limping Sire; 

With it beat out his Brains. Piety and Fear, 

Religion to the Gods, Peace, Juſtice, Truth, 

Domeſtic Awe, Night- Reſt, and Neighbourhood, 

Inſtructions, Manners, Myſteries, and Trade; 

Degrees, Obſervances, Cuſtoms, and Laws, 

Decline to your confounding Contraries ; ; 

And yet Confuſion live: Plagues incident to Man / 

Your potent and infectious Fevers heap hes” 

On Athens, ripe for Stroke. Thou cold Sciatica. 

Cripple our Senators, that their Limbs may halt 

As lamely as their Manners : Luſt and Liberty 

Creep in the Minds and Marrows of our Youth ; 

That againſt the Stream of Virtue they may ſtrive 

And drown themſelves in Riot. Itches, Blains 

Sow all th' Athenian Boſoms ; and their Crop 

Be general Leproſy : Breath infect Breath; 

That their Society (as their Friendſhip) may 

Be meerly Poiſon. Nothing I'll bear from thee, 

But Nakedneſs, thou deteſtable Town | 
SHAKBSPEAR's Timon of Athens. 


TITLE. 


What tho” no gawdy Titles grace my Birth ! 
Titles, the fervile Courtier's lean Reward oY /. 
Sometimes the Pay of Virtue, but more oft | 


The Hire which Greatneſs gives to Slaves and Syco: 


phants : 
Yet Heav'n that made me honeſt, made me more 
Than e'er a King did, when he made a Lord. 
4 Rowz' Fane Shore. - 
Did Place draw Claim from Goodneſs, they 
held Fare TRY 
Preferment, with the Highe—Bue their Yirrues, 
* WIS el sse 2 . g 10 * 
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Left Room for 2 Enlargement. —MNative Eminence 
Borrows no Rank from 7:t/e—but lends All, 
1 hat keeps Contempt from Greatneſs, HiLL's Merope. 


TO1L. 


And Work is Pleaſure when we chuſe our Taſk. 
Darpx' State of Innocence. 


Some Labour, ev'n the eaſieſt Life would chuſe, Id 


Our Labours you with ſickly Eyes behold, 
And think them our Diſhonour, which indeed 
Are the protractive Trials of the Gods, 


To prove heroic Conſtancy in Man. 
Dxypen's Troilus and Creſſida. 


TOM B. 


Behold, my Son, this rude unpoliſh'd Marble, 
The common Receptacle of our Duſt, 


When Fate ſhall ſummon our obedient Spirits. 
TarE“ Loyal General. 


They'll decently beſtow | 
This Lumber in ſome Vault by Nature fram'd ; 

Wrapp'd in no Sables but of decent Night : 

No Pageantry, or more ſuperfluous Trains 

Of ſuch as mourn for Hire : No fun'ral Dirge, | 

But what the widow'd Turtle ſhall afford me. 
The Pomp that I deſpis'd in Life, in Death l 

I hold moſt vain; nor care to rot in State. |; 
: * | | Ibid, 

*Tis dreadful ! 

How rev'rend is the Face of this tall Pile, 

Whoſe antient Pillars rear their marble Heads, 

'To bear aloft its arch'd and pond'rous Roof ! 

By its own Weight made ſtedfaft, and immovable. 

Looking Tranquility ! It ſtrikes an Awe 

And Terror to my aking Sight! The Tombs 

And monumental Caves of Death look cold, 


And p 
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And ſhoot a Chilneſs to my trembling Heart; 
The Horror of this Place, 


And Silence will encreaſe my Melancholy! 
Coxncreve's Men- ning Bride. 


Can Pomp and Pride make Difference in our Duſt F 
Go caſt a curious Look on Hellen's Tomb; 
Do Roſes flouriſh there on Myrtles Bloom ! 
The mighty Alexander's Grave ſurvey ; 
See is there aught uncommon in the Clay ! 
Shines the Earth bright round it to declare 
The glorious Robber of the World lies there? 
What Zgypt do thy Pyramids, comprize 
What Greatneſs in the high raiſed Folly lies ! 
The Line of Ninus this poor Comfort brings, 
We fell their Duſt, and traffick for their Kings. 
SEWEL's Sir Walter Raliigh. 


TONGUE. 


Some Devil whiſper Curſes in my Ear, 
And prompt me that my Tongue may utter fortly / 
The venomous Malice of my ſwelling Heart. * 
SHAKESPEAR's Titus Andronitust. 


O that delightſome Engine of her Thoughts ! 
That blabb'd them with ſuch pleaſing Eloquence, { 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow Cage, 

Where, like a ſweet melodious Bird, it ſung 

Sweet vary'd Notes, inchanting every Ear. Bid. 


Oh ! that my Tongue had every Grace of Speech,. 
Great and commanding the Breath of Kiba: =: A 
Sweet as the Poets Numbers, and prevailing A 
As ſoft Perſuaſion to a Love-fick Maid. ? 
That I had Art and Eloquence divine 
To pay my Duty to my Maſler's Aſhes ; N 

cad till Death the Cauſe of injur'd Innocence. 
Rowsz's Fane Shore. 


K 3 Spe 


198 The BrauTirs of 


Speak on, and kill me with thy dying Voice, 
Sweet Inſtrument of Sorrow grow not mute, 


Till I am cold and ſenſeleſs. 
SewEL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


Thou ſeeſt, Cleora, I have patient heard thee ; 
And filent ſtood this Chain of long Reproach ; 
This War of Tongue, this Din of clam'rous Virtue ; 
Too ſure Attendant on the nuptial State. | 
But ſince on Nature thou do'ſt thus exclaim, 
Man too may tax her of unequal Dealing. 
Oh! wherefore gave ſhe to thy Sex thoſe Charms, 
Which in her Infancy herſelf firſt wore ? 
Blooming and ſweet delightful to each Senſe, 
Mild, calm and gentle, ſhe at firſt defign'd you ; 
But, in Miſtake, ſhe chanc'd to give you Tongues, 
Unhappy Gift entruſted to your Care, 


Whole proper Uſe your Paſſions quite pervert. 
FrowDE's Philotas. 


TRAITOR. 
Remember him the Villain righteous Heav*n ! 


In thy great Day of Vengeance blaſt the Traitor 
And his pernicious Counſels, who for Wealth, 
For Power, the Pride of Greatneſs or Revenge, 
Would plunge his native Land in civil Wars, 
| Rowe's Fane Shore. 


By Heav'n there's Treaſon in his Aſpect 

That chearleſs Gloom, thoſe Eyes that pore on Earth, 
That bended Body, and thoſe folded Arms, | 
Are Indications of a tortur'd Mind. 

And blazon equal Villainy and Shame. 

In what a dire Condition is the Wretch, 

Who, in the Mirror of Reflexion, ſees 

The hideous Stains of a polluted Soul. 

To Corners then, as does the loathſome Toad, 


He craws in Silence : There ſequeſter'd chews 0 
E 
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The foamy Ferment of his pois'nons Gall, 
Hating himſelf and fearing Fellowſhip. 
SHIRLEY's Edward the Black Prince. 


TRAVELLER, 


Thus the loſt Traveller at Cloſe of Day, - 
Chearleſs, thro' Lybia's Waſtes, purſues his Way; 
Dreads the wide Plain where Trees, nor Hills, ariſe, 
A ſad Expanſe, ſtill lengthning with the Skies! 
No Land-mark there, no Foot-ſteps can he trace, 
Thoſe from the unfaithful Sands the Winds eraze, 
And leave, as on the Sea, one undiſtinguiſh'd Face, 
When to his weary Search no End is found, 
= in OA he throws him on the Ground ; 

ere, ſelf-reſign'd, expects approaching Fate, 
And deems it Bleings 2 the — State. 

FRowWwͤD E' Fall of Saguntum. 


* As you have ſeen an unſkill'd Traveller, 

Charm'd with ſome ſhady Wood's delightful Proſpe&, 

Stretch out his Limbs, luxuriouſly ſupine, 

And fink in Slumbers thoughtlefs of his Journey, 

Till on a ſudden, ſwift-wing'd Night comes on, 

He ſtarts, and rouzes from his golden Dream, 

With aching Heart beholds declining Day, 

Aghaſt and frighted roams the tractleſs Wild, 

And vainly ſearches the forgotten Path, - 

Which intercepting Darkneſs bars from View. . 
ELIz. Harwoop's D. of Brunſwick-Lunimburgh. 


TREACHER Y, 


Falſe Eyes 
Are quick to ſce another's Treacheries. | 
Howard's Indian Queen. 


When Breach of Faith join'd Hearts does diſengage, 
The calmeſt Temper turns to wildeſt Rage. . 


LIE'I Sopboniſba. 
K 4 None 
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None can defend thoſe, who betray themſelves. 
SEDLEY's Antony and Cleopatra, 


Princes invite, who pardon Treachery. 
Bid. 


A treacherous Friend will be a timorous Foe. 
Thid, 
Howe'er in private, Miſchiefs are conceiv'd, 
Torture and Shame attend their open Birth: 
Like Vipers in the Womb, baſe reach'ry lies 
Still gnawing that whence firſt it did ariſe: 


No ſooner born, but the vile Parent dies. 
ConcREve's Double Dealir. 


Nature abhors, 
And drives thee out from the Society 
And Commerce of Mankind, for Breach of F aith ! 
Men live and proſper but in mutual Truſt, 
A Confidence of one another's Trutł: 
That thou haſt violated! Sour HERRN Oroonoke, 


* Why are the Boſoms of the Juſt and Brave 
Shut from each other's Sight ? Why are they not 
Open as chryſtal Caſements to the Eye, ; 

That artful Treachery might never caſt, 
_ Clouds of Suſpicion o'er their honeſt Thoughts, 

To marr that higheſt Happineſs on Earth, 


The mutual Confidence of noble Mir-ds. 
BELLERS's Injured Innocence. 


* 


* Tt is the Curſe of Treachery like mine, 


To be moſt hated, where it moſt has ſerv'd. 
Havaro's Regulus. 


TREASON, 
The Heart and harbour'd Thoughts of Ill make 


Traitors, 


Not ſpleeny Speeches. Rockhgs TER“ 7 3 
_ 
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Can Gold corrupt you to betray your Maſter ? 
Dogs on their Feeders fawn, but you betray. 
HiccGoxs's Generous Conqueror... 


How ſweet is Treaſon when the Traitor's ſafe! 
DRaT DEN“ Don Sebaſtian.. 


Who ſtrike at Kings, repeat the Giants Crime, 
And ſtrike at Jove. LANSDOWN's Heroic Love. 


The faithful Dog flies at the Robber's Throat 
That would break in to force his Maſter's Treaſure :: 
But Dogs are watchful Creatures; true to Truſt :. 
Men are the firſt to prey upon their Lords ;, 
In Dangers they forſake us, ſhifting ill 
From Side to Side, as they can mend their Bargain 
LansDown's Heroic Love: 


In Faith, my Friends! theſe Doubts diſgrace our 
Purpoſe. 
The Man, Who pauſes in the Paths of Treaſon, 
Halts on a Quickſand, the firſt wy oy him.. 
ILL's Henry V. 


* Capricious State of all Conſpiracies ! 
Where build we e'er ſo wiſely or ſo ſtrong, 
Founded on Reaſon, rais'd with utmoſt Caution; 
Some unthought Accident, and leaſt ſuſpected, 
Throws to the Ground the goodly rifing Fabrick.. 
= CHE Frowbpe's Fall of Saguntum; 


* Curs'd-State of Politicians, . where in Treaſon: 
The Impotent and Heartleſs muſt be join'd ! 
And mix with thoſe brave Spirits, who reſolv d, 
And fearleſs, would go through the mighty Wark,, 
Till the concluding Period makes all ſafe, 
But ſuch, Conſpiracy, is thy frail Fate, 
hy K 5 So 


-_- 
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So many different Hands to raiſe the Pile, 

If but one ſtops, the Fabrick finks in Ruin, 

And cruſhes all that's near it with the Fall. 
Maxzsn's Amaſis, 


* Think how the Sov'reign Arbiter of Kingdoms, 

Deſerts thy falſe Aſſociates black Deſigns, 
And frowns on Perjury, Revenge and Murder. 
Embark*d with Treaſon on the Seas of Fate, 
When Heav'n ſhall bid the ſwelling Billows rage, 
And point vindictive Lightnings at Rebellion, 
Will not the Patriot ſhare the Traitor's Danger ! 

S. JounsoN's Irene,. 


* Permitted oft, n not inſpir'd by Heav'n, 
Succeſsful Treaſons puniſh impious Kings. bid. 


The Cauſe of Treaſon never was confin'd 


To Deeds of open War; but ftill adopts 


'The Stab of crouching Murder. 
The Regicidi. 


TREATY. 


ft is a vain Attempt 
To bind the Ambitious and Unjuſt by Treaties : 
Theſe they elude a Thouſand ſpecious Ways; 
Or if they cannot find a fair Pretext, 
They bluſh not in the Face of Heaven to break 


them. THOMPSON's Coriolanus. 


TREE, 


Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax's Edge, - 
Whoſe Arms gave Shelter to the princely Eagle : 
Under whoſe Shade the ramping Lion ſlept, 
Whofe Top-Branch overlook'd Joe's —_—— 
And kept low Shrubs from Winter's pow'rful Wind. 

SHAKESPEAR's Henry VI. 
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T, like a naked Tree, my Shelter gone, 
To Winds and Winter Storms muſt fland expos'd. 
| Dx yDEN's Aurenzzebr. 


The young Sapling 
Is ſhrouded long beneath the Mother-Tree, 
Before it be tranſplanted from its Earth, 
And truſt itſelf for Growth. 
Dzyvpen's Troilus and Crſſida. 


TRIAL. 


* I ſee, 'tis not for Man to boaſt his Strength 
Before the Trial comes — This very Hour, 
Had I a thouſand Parents all ſeem'd light 
When weigh'd againſt my Country; and but now. 
One Mother ſeem'd of Weight to poize the World ; 
Tho” conſcious Truth and Reaſon were againſt her. 
For, Oh! howe'er the partial Paſſions ſway, 

High Heav'n aſſigns but one unbiaſs'd Way; 

Direct thro? ev'ry Oppoſition leads, 

Where Shelves decline, and many a Steep impedes. 

Here hold we on—tho” thwarting Fiends alarm, 

Here hold we on—tho' devious Syrens charm ; 

In Heav*n's diſpoſing Pow'r Events unite, 

Nor aught can happen wrong to him who acts aright. 
Baoox E Guflawus Vaja. 


* Now let us thank th' eternal Pow'r ; convinc'd, 
That Heav'n but tries our Virtue by Affliction : 
That oft the Cloud which wraps the preſent Hour, 


Serves but to brighten all our future Days ! 
Barbaroſſa. 


TRIUMPH. 


He comes, and with a Port ſo proud, 
As if he had ſubdu'd the ſpacious World: 


* 
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And all Sinape's Streets are fill'd with ſuch 

A Glut of People, you would think ſome God 

Had: conquer'd in their Cauſe, and them thus rank'd, 

That he might make his Entrance on their Heads! 
While from the Scaffolds, Windows, Tops of Houſes, 

Are caſt ſuch gawdy Show'rs of Garlands down, 

That even the Crowd appear like Conquerors, 

And the whole City ſeems like one vaſt Meadow, 

Set all with Flow'rs, as a clear Heav'n with Stars. 

Nay, as I've heard, e' er he the City entred 

Vour Subjects lin'd the Way for many Furlongs; 

The very Trees bore Men: And as our God, 

When from the Portal of the Eaſt he dawns, 

Beholds a thouſand Birds upon the Boughs, 

To welcome him with all their warbling Throats, 

And prune their Feathers in his golden Beams ; 

So did your Subjects, in their gaudy Trim, 

Upon the pendant Branches ſpeak his Praiſe} 

Mothers, who cover'd all the Banks beneath, 

Did rob the-crying Infants of the Breaſt, 

Pointing Ziphares out, to. make them ſmile ; 

And climbing Boys, ſtood on their Father's Shoulders, 

Anſwering their ſhouting Sites, with tender Cries, 


To make the Concert up of genera! Joy. 
| LEE'Y Mithridates. 


Ih purple Robes, 
With ſolemn State the Magiſtrates proceed: 
The Streets adorn'd ; the Doors with-Statues grac'd-; 
Vaſt thronging Crowds retard the great Proceſſion, 
Whoſe loud repeated Shouts divide the Air; 
While flutt'ring Birds their empty Pinions ſhake : 
With Garlands crown'd the Virgins ſtrew the Ways, 
And in glad Hymns repeat his glorious Name ;. 
While joyful Mothers to their wond'ring Babes 


Paint out. the Hero as he drives along. 
H1660Ns's Generous Rp 
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* He comes ! he comes ! the hapleſs Victor comes ! 
Even now his trophy'd Veſſel ftreaks the Main, 
And ploughs the Billows with triumphant Prow ; 
Or, by glad Crowds receiv'd, perhaps, he hails 
His native Shore, and preſſes on to Shame. | 
Ev'n now with Glory charg'd, with Conqueſt gay, 
Crown'd with the Lawrels of ten famous Years, 
He dreams to join them to the peaceful Olive ; 
And after rugged Toils and perilous War, 
Soft to repoſe him on the Myrtle Bed 
Of calm domeſtic Bliſs. How vain the Hopes ! 
How ſhort the Proſpect of believing Man! 

THoMPSON's Agamemnon. 


TRUST. 


Truſt repoſed in noble Natures, 
Obliges them the more. 


” 


Dzrypen's Affgnation. 


I'll truſt thee with my Life] On thoſe ſoſt Breaſts,. 
Breathe out the choiceſt Secrets of my Heart,. 
Till I have nothing in it left, but Love. 
OTwar's Orphan. 


We both are bound by Truſt, and muſt be true, 
For he, who to the Bad betrays his Truſt, 
Tho' he does good, becomes himſelf unjuſt. 

When Brutus did from Cæſar, Rome redeem, 
The Act was good, but was not good in him 
You ſee the Gods adjudg'd it Parricide,. 
By dooming the Event on Cæſar's Side. 
"Tis Virtue not to be oblig'd at all, 
Or not conſpire our Benefactors fall. 

Dx YDen's Tyrannic Loves 


+ * | a TRUTH. 
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TRUTH. 


* Truth is the faireſt Ornament of Thrones. 
Cn, JounsON's Medea, 
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* Curſe on the Coward or perfidious Tongue, 
That dares not, even to Kings, avow the 'I ruth [ 
Let Traitors wrap them in deluſive Incenſe, 

On Flattery Flattery heap, on Falſhood Falſhood: 

Truth is the living liberal Breath of Heaven, 

That ſweeps theſe Fogs away, with all their Vermin, 
THOMPSON's Agamemnon, 


* 'Truth, tho' ſometimes clad 
In painful Luſtre, yet is always welcome, 
Dear as the Light, that ſhows the lurking Rock : 
*T is the fair Star that, ne'er into the Main 
Deſcending leads us ſafe thro' ſtormy Life — 
Thid. 


* 


Immortal Truth ! 
How do thy radiant Particles refine, 
And gready pro thy Origin divine ! 
What Raptbres bring ſt thou to the virtuous Breaſt, 
Parent of Joy and everlaſting Reſt. / 
HavarD's Scanderbee. 


* Whatever Lies or legendary Tales 
May taint my ſpotleſs Deeds ; the Guilt, the Shame 
Will back revert on the Inventor's Head: 
Truth will, like Oil, with baſer Liquors mixt, 
Still mount the Topmoſt, to a fair Diſplay ? 
And bale Malice, Prejudice and Guilt. 
| SHIRLEY's Parricide, 


TURTLE. 
The Dove that murmurs at her Mate's Neglect, 


| But counterfeits a Coyneſs to be courted. 
 Davpen'; W 
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The Storm blown over, ſo the wanton Doves, 
Shake from their Plumes, the Rain, and ſeek the 
Groves, 
Pair their glad Mates, and coo eternal Loves. 
Laxnspown's Britih Inchanters. 


TYRANNY awd TYRANT. 


Tyranny, that ſavage brutal Pow'r, 
Which not protects, but ſill devours Mankind. 
Dexaan's Sophy, 


And this to Tyranny belongs, 
To forget Service, but remember Wrongs. Tbid. 


Tyrants and Devils, think all Pleaſure vain, 
But what are (till deriv'd from other's Pain. 
DaveNnanT's Siege of Rhodes. 


When thou wert form'd, Heav'n did a Man bring, 
But the brute Soul, by chance was ſhuffl'd in; | 
In Woods and Wilds thy Monarchy maintain, 
Where valiant Beaſts by Force and Rapine reign : 

In Life's next Scene, if Tranſmigration be, | 
Some Bear or Lion is reſerv'd for thee. 


Dx ypen's Avrengzebe. 


Our Emperor is a Tyrant fear'd and hated ; 
I ſcarce remember in his Reign one Day 
Paſs guiltleſs o'er his execrable Head. 
He thinks the Sun is loſt, that ſees not Blood : 
When none is ſhed, we count it Holiday. 
We, who are moſt in Favour, cannot call 
This our own. DryYven's Don Sebaſtian. 


You make yourſelf abhor'd for Cruelty, 
The Empire groans under your bloody Reign, 
And its vaſt Body bleeds in every Vein. 
| DzvyDEen's Tyrannic Love. 


F 


— 
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* p 


Proud, impatient, 
Of aught ſuperior, even of Heav'n that made him! 
Fond of fülſe Glory; of the ſavage Power 
Of ruling without Reaſon ; of confounding 
Juſt and unjuſt by an unbounded Will: 
By whom Religion, Honour, all the Bands, | 
That ought to hold the jarring World in Peace, 
Were held the Tricks of States, Snares of wiſe 
Princes, f | 
To draw their eaſy Neighbours to Deſtruction; 
To waſte with Sword and Fire their fruitful Fields: 
Like ſome accurſed Fiend,. who *ſcap'd from Hell, 
Poiſons the balmy Air, thro' which he flies; 
He blaſts the bearded Corn, and loaded Branches, 
The labouring Hind's belt Hopes, and marks his Way 
with Ruin. RowE's Tamerlant. 


/ Methinks I ſee 
T' inſulting Tyrant, prancing o'er the Field, 
Strow'd with Rome's Citizens, and drench'd with 
Slaughter ! * 
His Horſes Hoofs wet with Patrician Blood! 
O Portius ! is there not ſome choſen Curſe, 
Some hidden Thunder in the Stores of Heav'n. 
Red with uncommon Wrath, to blaſt the Man, 
Who owes his Greatneſs to his Country's Ruin. 
Appisox' Cato, * 
'Tis an impious Greatneſs, 
And mix'd with too much Horror to be envy'd.. 1bid. 


1 Tyrant's not a Man, but worſt of Monſters, 
That triumphs o'er a horrid Scene of Blood, 


Riots and revels in all human Woes. 
Trac Ys Periander. 


* 'Tyrants are plac'd as Comets in the Sky, 
To make us unbelieving Mortals wiſe ; 
Such Prodigies as theſe arc. giv'n, to prove 
There is a Deity that rules the World, Bid. 
: What 


ngen — _m—_ 1 
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What can we offer to the Gods, more pleaſing - 
Than baſe Uſurpers, Foes to them and Virtue ? 
What can we ſacrifice to Jove more proper, 
Than Luft, Injuſtice, Cruelty, and Rapine ? 
One Tyrants's Blood is a more grateful Offering 


Than Thouſand Hecatombs. 
MarxTYN's Timolcon, 


. Tyranny bleeds, CSI is no more, 
Such ever be the Fate of lawleſs Power ! 
Such be the Fate of Violence and Rapine! Bid. 


* Howe'er be told, 
Not claim Hereditary, not the Truſt 
Of frank Election; | 
Not ev'n the high anointing Hand of Heav'n 
Can authorize. Oppreſſion; give a Law 
For lawleſs Pow'r ; wed Faith to Violation; 
On Reaſon build, Miſrule, or juſtly bind 
Allegiance to Injuſtice —— Tyranny bad 
Abſolves all Faith ; and who invades our Rights, 
Howe'er his own commence, can never be | 
But an Uſurper. Brooke's Guſtavus Vaſa, 


* Tho' the Structure of a Tyrant's Throne 
Riſe on the Necks of half the ſuffering World; 
Fear trembles in the Cement: Prayers and Tears, 
And ſecret Curſes ſap its mould'ring Baſe, 
And fteal the Pillars of Allegiance from it; 
Then let a ſingle Arm but dare the Sway, =” 
| Headlong it turns, and drives upon F, + 


* Where Tyranny and Guilt | 2 
Uſurp the Throne, wakeful Suſpicion dwells, 
And Squint-ey'd Jealouſy, prone'to-pervert 
Ev'n Looks and Smiles to Treaſon. Barbaraſſa. 


VALE. 
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VALE. 


H E V had me hither to this Place, 

A barren and deteſted Vale, you ſee 
The Trees, tho' Summer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with Moſs and baleful Miſleto ; 
Here never ſhines the Sun, here nothing breeds 
Unleſs the nightly Owl, or fatal Raven : 
And when they ſhew'd me this abhorred - 
They told me far at dead Time of the Ni 
A thouſand Fiends, a thouſand hifling Snakes, 
Ten thouſand fwelling Toads, as m Urchias, 
Would make ſuch feng ul and confoled Cries, 
As any mortal Body hearing it, 
Should ſtrait fall mad, or elſe die ſoddenly. 

| Arrrefgten 5 * Andronicus, 


Alo 


* True Valour, Friends, on Virtue founded _ 
Meets all Events alike, 
nn s Maſtapha. 


Not to th Aan uin'd Field of Death alone 

Is Valour limited : She fits ſerene 

In the delib'rate Council, ſagely ſcans 

The Source of Action; weighs, — provides, 

And ſcorns to count her 1 the Feats 

Of brutal Force alone. | 
CILIA 4 The Regicide. 


VENA- 
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VENALITY. 


* Can there be ſuch in that auguſt Aſſembly ? 
If ſuch there be, who to finiſter Ends | 
To ſordid Views now ſacrifice her Fame; 
The Roman Genius ſhall, I truſt, hereafter 
Find out the Perhdy ; and with Reproach | 
To future Times, mark their diſtinguiſh'd Names. - 
FrowpE's Fall of Saguntum. 


„ Could'ft thou think 
Timoleon wou'd not ſtartle at Corruption ? 


The impious Man, who ſells his Country's Freedom; 


Makes all the Guilt of Tyranny his own. 
His are her Slaughters, her Oppreſſions his. 
Juſt Heav'n ! reſerve your choiceſt Plagues for him, 
And blaſt the venal Wretch., 
| Max yn's Timoloon, 


Each Magiſtrate that Mould adminifter 
Juſtice impartial, made by Moriimer, 
Muſt ruin others to preſerve. himſelf; | 
The Clergy and the Law are both bis e 
Places of Truft and Profit are all fold : 

'Tis practiſed from the miter'd holy Head 
To the needy, ſtarving Verger of the Church : 
You cannot ſerve He 

for't, 


* 


1 


eaven e. but you pay 


Or bliſter your vumb'd Knees upon the Marble: 


Then from the Scarlet and the Purple Gown, 
Down to the very Cryer of che Court. 
"The Fall * Ane 


'VICE. 


Through tatter'd; Cloaths great Vices do 2 2 
Robes = fur'd Gowns e all. . wi 


Gold, 


© 4 1 * 


aa 


« 7 . 7 


212 The BEAUT1IEs of 


And the ſtrong Lance of Juſtice hurtleſs breaks: 
Arm it in Rags, a Pigmy's Straw doth pierce it. 
| SHAKESPEAR's King Lear, 


For often Vice provok'd to Shame, 
Borrows the Colour of a virtuous Deed. 
Thus Libertines are chaſte and Miſers good, 
A Coward valiant and a Prieſt ſincere 
SEWBL's Sir Walter Raleigh. 


* Evil on itſelf ſhall back recoil 
And mix no more with Goodneſs ; when at laſt 
| Gather'd like Scum, and ſettl'd to itſelf, 
It ſhall be in eternal reſtleſs Change 
Self fed, and ſelf-conſum'd, 
M1iL.ToN's Comus, 


#* No! theſe deluding Words 
Can charm no longer ; their Enchantment flies ; 
And in my Breaſt the guilty Paſſions jar T 
Unkind, unjoyous, unharmonious all. 

Ah me ! from real Happineſs we ſtray, © 

By Viee bewilder'd ; Vice, which always leads, 

However fair at firſt, to Wilds of Wage. © © 805 
TromMP80N's Agamemnon. 


VICISSITUDE 8 of Frtune. See GA ATi. 


But Yeſterday the Word of Cz/ar might... 
Have ſtood againſt the World; now lies he there, 
And none ſo poor to do him Reverence. © 66" 

SHAKESPEAR's Jalius Cæſar. 


I who ſome Moments paſs'd wou'd not have chang'd 
Condition with the þlefled Gods themſelves ; 
Now in all Probability am loſt , 
4 ſtand upon the very Brink of Ruin, 
ot half an Hour ago, methought ſecure 
1 kugg d myſelf, and almoſt could have wept 
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In mere Compaſſion to th' hard fated World, 


Thinking how much my State was happier. 
Lee's Mithridates. 


What tho' our Glory be a while obſcur'd, 
The cleareſt Day is not without ſome Cloud; 
Our next Attempt will give what this has loſt, 
And while th' heroick Pyrrbus ſhines in Arms, 
Our wide Dominions hall the World o'er-run, 
And my pale Creſcent nn. to a Sun. 
\'TRAP's Abramule. 


Capricienafhonen [ 
How ſwift a Turn was this—Juſt as my Hopes 
Were elevated to the higheſt Pitch, | 
And bore me to the Clouds, they ſtrait retreated, 
And left me to Deſpair. | ar 41 
So have I heard with equal Suddenneſs, ; 
oy prodigiouſly the Sea withdrew, 


| uite defenceleſs left the ſcaly Race; | 
185 wy 


Iphins which e' er while with wanton Pride, 
> par their broad Fins andlaſh'd the foaming Tides. 
ain 


ly aſſay d to ſuck the faithleſs Flood. 

With heaving Gills, and tumbled: in the Mod. 4 77 

And Whales — with their Trunks the Stars \ 
reac 


Now flounc'd and panted on the limy Besch; 7 

So have my Hopes, whoſe Waves e er while ran o er, 

And to the Skies my tow'ring Wiſhes be, 

Retir * nem "Bi | 
| 41 Port 


* How ſudden are the Blows of Fate! what. Change 
What er the State of Glory! p 
Cra Ca in Fat... 


* I've try'd this World in all its Changes, 
Granny, and Conditions; have been great, and 122 
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Wretched, and low, and paſt thro' all its Stages. 

And oh, believe me, who have known it beſt, 

It is not worth the Buſtle that it coſts ; 

Tis but a Medley, all of idle Hopes, 

And abje& childiſh n. 1043 4 

Themiſlocles, 
This rifing Day 

Saw Sopbom , from the Height of Life, 

Thrown to the very Brink of Slavery; 

State, Honours, Armies vaniſh'd ; nothing left 

But her own great  unconquerable Mind. 

And yet, ere Evening comes, to r Power 

Reſtor'd I ſee my royal Friend, and kneel 

In grateful Homage to the Gods, and her. 

Ye Powers, What, awful: Changes often mar 


The Fortunes ur the Great. | 
Tour son“ Sepboniſba. 


Thus human Joys are leaven'd with Misfortunes 
The Storm ſucceeds the Sun ſhine. - 
Now ſoft Zan Gales and ſmiling Rays 
Flatter our wanton Hopes with h Days; 
While yet we hope, the Shepherd views afar 
Black gathering Waters load the bending Air; 
The dreadful Column burſt, breaks o'er the Plain, 
Lays watte-the Land, and feet the foamy Main. 
Gnu Jamey , Ales 


— Alas ! how fickle is all human Grandeur, * 
How 22 how ſudden are the Turns of Fortune! 
Cou'd I imagine ſuch a Storm at Hand, 
When every Thing around me ſeem'd ſo calm? 
Thus f great Ocean wears a pleaſing Face, 
| Smooth as a Glaſs, and Nl as ſtanding Lakes ! 
Too ſoon th* unwary Seaman is betray'd, 
His golden Hopes of Happineſs are vain, | ' 


The dreadful Tempeſt bigh/as. Mountains d, 


Waves, 


al awd 
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Waves beat on Waves, Billows 'on Billows roll, 
And all their Fury on the Veſſel falls. 
Tracy" Priced: 


* How ſudden do our Proſpects vary here 
And how ancertain ev'ry Good we boaſt ! 
Hope oft deceives us; and our very Joys A 
Shrink with Fruition ; pall, and ruſt away. 
How wiſe are we in Thought! How boots in 

Practice! 

Our very Virtue, like our Will is — nothing. 
Frail Nature, ta ke thy Courſe ! tis almoſt vain 
To ſtruggle and thee :=— What is Life ? | 
What all its Comforts, but delufive | of | 
That play on Fancy with « r 


Of empty w Good: 
; SHIRLEY? s Parricide. 


* Laſt Nig he how ſad, how wr ene was my State? 
I ſaw my Io. ce] ry on the Brink 
Saw every Treaſu 
Their Loſs all threaten'd in the Loſs: of tiles 
But now the fair Rvent evinces this, 
Who ſaves the Publick, ſaves his private Bliſs. _ 
PaTzxSON's Areninins. 


. Av newly enled> e Dreams of Gl 
Thoſe gilded Viſions of deceitful Joys, | ory, 
I tand confounded at the unlook'd-for C 
And ſcarcely feel this Thunder-bolt of Fate. | 
The painted Clouds, which bore my Hopes ala, ? 
Alas, are vaniſh d now te yielding Air, f | 
And I am fallen indeed :: 10 4 
How weak is Reaſon, 'when Affection 
How hard to turn the fond deluded Heart 
From flatt'ring Toys, which ſoothid ite Tac! 

The laureFd 1 y and the loud Applauſe, . 
The Vittor's Triumph, and the Peo ple 's * | 


- ö 4 # 


yo of the de b ities. A. 
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The high _ Banner, and recording Gold, 
Subdue me ſtill, ſtill cling around my Heart, 


And pull my Reaſon down. 
Jones's Earl of Efex. 


VICISSITUDE. Se Orrorruniry, 


Things atthe worſt, will ceaſe, or elſe climb upward, 


To what they were before. 
SHAKESPEAR's Macbeth, 


The loweſt and moſt abjet Thing in Fortune, 
Stands ſtill in Hopes, lives not in Fear: 
The lamentable Change is from the beſt, 


The worſt returns to better. 
| SHAKBSPEAR's King Lear, 


For over all Men hangs a double Fate : 
One gains by what another is bereft : 
The frugal Deſtinies have only left 
A common Bank of Happineſs below, 
Maintain'd like Nature, ho an Ebb and Flow, 


Howard's Indian Emperor. 


To- Day a Conqueror, and To- night a Slave! 
How ſhort the Space, betwixt theſe vaſt Extreams ! 
His Generows Conguerer, 


Think on the {li State of human Things, 
The ftrange Viciſhiades, and ſudden Turns 

Of War, and Fate reviling on the Proud, 

To cruſh a mercileſs and cruel Victor: . 
Think there are Bounds of Fortuge, ſet above 
Periods of Time, and Progreſs of Succeſs, 

Which none can ftop, before the appointed Limits, 


And none can puſh beyond. 
Daros“ Love Triumphant. 


V I C- 


* 


The Wiſe their Conduct loſe; the Strong their Force: 


2 Rome no more with Anguiſh ſhall reflect 


On paſt Misfortunes, and ſucceſileſs Batiles, © 1 | 
But think omen NY d in chi... 
deR IU⏑j. dane, 5 
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VICTORY. id dit 
But Victory not always is intalld: I 


4 
#4 


'Tis Heaven alone the Fate of Empire weigh! ? 

Whoſe Power reſiſtleſs by all human Forces, 

Derides our Prudence, and our ſhallow Foreſight, bet 

By interpoſin — minuteſt Accidents, on un 

Unthought of, unforeſeen by Man's dim Eyes; 

Tears from the Victor what he thought ſecure, 

And turns the Fate of Battle! 208 ; 
| ye, A 


| l Hiccon s Generous 
This OV Day,” dd ud on Heri 

Such Fortune waits on our bin nenn Ams, 1 8% had 

The ruling Gods in Juſtice to our Cauſe, A. ae 


Have crown'd our Toils with fo complent » Vac, 
Glorious and great, e en to Amazement great 


N 
529688 
, 


VIII LAGER. e 


29 buen Shepherd, freteiys: nd 0 
Hawthorn, 
His careleſs Limbs thrown out in wanton Eaſe, 1 
With thoughtleſs Gaſe peruſing the arch'd Heavens. 47 
And idly Whiſtling while his Sheep feed round him; \ 
Enjoys a ſweeter Shade, than that of Canopies, '* © / 
Hem CE in by Cares, and ſhook. by Storms of Treaſon,” 


Hill's Henry V. 
* The homely _ the — of Life, 
ils, | 


— eats but as he toils, is 1 
Ver. l e, ; A 
Vor. III. | 44 * . 0 | Diſurbs,, 


' 


13 


| Is. moſt to be ſuſpected. 


— 
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Difturbs his Hours;  thoughtleſs he labours on, 
Nor is at Leiſure to be wretched. 
_ Havary's Scanderbeg, 


. Oh ! that ſome Villager, whoſe carly Toil 
Lifts the penurious Morſel to his Mouth, 
Had claim'd | my Birth ! Ambition bad not then 
Thus ſtep'd twixt me and Heav'n. 


Bxoox E“ Guflavur Vaya. 
VILLAIN. 
Sure there never was any great Thng yet 
Aſpired to, but by Violence — F . 5 4 
And he that ſticks for Folly of a Conſcience, * 
To reach it, is a good religious Fool, | 


arm and ſure to die a Beaſt. 
4 Juonxsox' Cataline, _ 


The origi al Villain, ſure no Good created! 
He was a Baſtard of the Sun, by Me; 8 
Ap'd into Man, with al his Mother's Mud 


 Crufted about his Soul. 
Davpey' All for Love. 


A Villain, when he moſt fees kind, 


+ 4 9 


% + 


LanpsDo OWN 4 Jew of Venice. 


Thou temperats Villain, in Unfo 5 cool, 
Who putt'ſt a Gloſs of Sanctity on Malice, 
And ſeem'ſt to weep, and ſeem'ſt to pray for thoſe | 


Thou would'ſt deſtroy !* | 
. Pullis“ Dake of Glacefer. 


Xo A half-frain'd Villain i is a Coward too. 
JerFratYs's Edwin. 


4 a 


* What tho' I am a Villain, who fo bold, 
To tell me ſo? Let your poor petty Traitors 


«i& FP 


Feel 
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Feel the vindictive Laſh ; and ſcourge for 9 
But who ſhall tax ſucceſsful Villainy, 

Or call the rifing Traitor to account ? 
Sublimely ſeated in the Pomp of State, 
Greatly beyond the Malice of his Fate ; 

He laughs at each Cabal and idle Jar, 

The Rage of Factions, and their Party-War ; ; 
By Friends ſurrounded, Happy and unſeen, © 
Safely he rides, and drives the great Machine. 


Havary!? 5 We. 


* Do bet obſerve the Face of Villainy; 
How different from the Brow of Innocence! 
See what a ſettled Gloom obſcures his Viſage,” 
Sure Emblem of the Horror of his Breaſt, an; oO 
Where his falſe Heart enthron'd in native 8 * 


„ 
» 4 = 


Unconſcious and unwiſhing for the * Fr 
| maroon]: > el 6 
AVARD' 5 Rail. « 

1 is this Maſter- Piece of Villain 


To Moos the mom and to "_ Suſpicion. 


* 
CO n 
C . 


VINE. 


Odio Vine I flouriſh'd, a 1 
Rich in my ripening Hopes, chat ſpoke me ſtrong ; * 
But now à dry and wither'd Stock am Reuge eh 
And all my luſters, TOE Branches EPS 

b. Don © Carlu. 


Or war 
The Vine will cling, while the tall Poplar Bands: 
But that cut down, /creeps to the next upport, 
And tines 6 Clolely there. 5% * 
Rn Daros) Dov fin, 


8 33 niet — - Shel 7968 5 i vo: 24 =” 
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{ 
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VIRGINITY. * 
Virginity ! Tis not olitick in the Commonwealth 


of Nature, to preſerve Virginity. Loſs of Virginity 
is rational Increaſe, and there was never Virgin got, 


till Virgivity was firſt loſt. That you are made of, is 


Metal to make Virgins. Virginity, by being once 
loſt, may be ten Times found: By being ever kept, it 
is ever loſt: "Tis too cold a Companion, away with 
it! To ſpeak on the Part of Virginity, is to accuſe 
your Mother; which is moſt infallible Diſobedience. 
He that hangs himſelf is a Virgin, Virginity murders 
itſelf, and ſhould be buried in Highways, out of all 
ſanctiſied Limit, as a deſperate Offendrels againſt Na- 


ture. . breeds Mites, much like rotten Cheeſe: 


conſumes itſelf, in the very Parings, and ſo dies with 


| feeding ie on Stomach. Beſides, Virginity is pee- 


viſh,. prod, idle, made of Self love, which is the 
the moſt inkiBited Sin in the Canon Keep it not, you 
cannot chuſe but loſe by it, Within ten Years it will 
make itſelf two, which is a good Inereaſe, and the 
Principal itſelf not much the worſe. It is a Commo- 
dity wall loſe the Gloſs with lying; the longer kept, 
the leſs worth : Off with't, while 'tis vendible, anſwer 
the Time of Requeſt. Virginity, like an old Cour- 


tier, wears her Cap out of Faſhion, richly ſuited, but 


unſuitable : Your Date is better in the Pye; and your 
Porridge, than your Cheek; and your old, Virginity is 
like one of our French wither'd Pears, it looks:11l,; and 


; eats dryly : Marry, tis a wither'd Pear! It was for- 


merly better: Marry, yet tis a wither'd Pear 
SHAKESPEAR's A well that ends well. 
Keep ſtill that holy and immaculate Fire 
You chaſte Lump of Eternity: Tis a Treaſure | - / 
Too precious for Death's Moment to partake, 
This Twinkling of ſhort Life : Diſdain as much, 1 
0 


7 


* 
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To let Mortality-know ye, as Stars to kiſs the Pave- 
ment: 

Ye have a Subſfancde 

As excellent as theirs, holding your — J 

They look upon Corruption as you do, | 

But are Stars: Still be you a Virgin too. 


MippizToN's Mayor of Bucenboro, &.. 
VIRTUE, } 


Heav'n doth with us, as we with Torches do, 
Not light them for ourſelves : For if our Virtues | 
Did not go forth of us, twere all alike, 
As if we had them not. av are not finelß 

touch d, / 

But to fine Iſſues ; nor Nature ever ad 1K 
The ſmalleſt Scruple of her Excellence 
But like a thrifty Goddeſs, ſhe determines - . 
_ Herſelf the Glory of a Creditor, 4 Ee 
Both Thanks and Uſe. R 
R. SnaxzepBAn's Meafare for Mere \ 


Our Life is hot z but to extend that Span | ping | 
To vaſt * is Virtue's Work. | 
SHAKESPEAR'; Trailus and db. 


He lives i in Fame, that dies in Virtue“ $ Cauſe. _— 
b rr 5 Titus rr 


„ 


The charies Maid is igal nt WF 

If ſhe unveil her ad 6 prod Moon, 7 

Virtue idelf ſcapes nat calumnious Stroaks. . 
 SnaxesPear's Hamlet. | 


Virtue's a ſolid Rock, whereat being aim d, 
The keeneſt Darts of Envy, yet unhurt 

Her marble Hero ſtands, built of ſuch Baſis, 

While they recoil, and wound the Shooter's Face, 

-  BuavmMonT's Queen of Corinth. © 

L 3 How 


With thy lean 
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. How ſtrange a Riddle Virtue is! 
They never miſs it, who poſſefs it not ; 
And they who have it, ever find a Want ! 
Rochzs TEN“ Yalentinian. 


The Heav'ns have Clouds, and Spots are in the 
Moon, 
But faultleſs Virtue ſhines in her alone! | 
Howard's Indian Queen. 


Good Deeds their Worth and Value have from 
hence, 


'Th own Glo and Recompence. 
Wu n OTwa W Alebiader, 


How vain is Virtue, which directs our Ways, 
'Thro' certain Dangers, to uncertain Praife. 
Barren and airy Name! Thee Fortune flies, 

Train, the Pious and the Wile. 
Heav'n bes thee at thy Word, without Regard, 
And lets thee poorly be thy own Reward, 
The World is — for the bold impious Man, 
Who ſtops at nothing, ſeizes all he can. 
— to Merit does weak Aid afford, | 
he truſts ber Ballance, and negleQs hal Sudrd ; 1 
Virtue is nice, to take what's not her own, 
And while ſhe long conſults the Prize is gone. 
Dzxypen's Aurengzebe, 


Strong Virtue, like ſtrong Nature, ſtruggles ill, 
Exerts itſelf, -and _ throws hats the * | 1 


0. Aureng zebe ! 95 Virtues ſhine too bri ht! 2 


They Aaſh t too fierce ! I, like the Bird of Night, 
Shut my dull Eyes, and kacken at W. N 


Bi. 


Then why ſhould POLL —— tom wett lid 
When 1 their ** . the Go * e 


® 
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Guilt tremble thee, when Heaven's wing d. Vengeance 
ies, ; | 
Thro' frighted Cities, and when Storms ariſe | 
Tt Cu. DavananT's Gree, 


If when a Crown, and Miſtreſs are in Place, 
Virtue intrudes with her lean holy Face; 
Virtue's then mine, and I not Virtue's Foe ! 

Why does ſhe come, where ſhe has nought to do 
Let her with Azchorets, not with Lovers ye; 
Stateſmen and they keep better Company. 

| Dx xpun's Congueſt Granada. 


My Virtue, which I ſerv A, is but a Name, 
Since it betrays me to this publick Shame. 
Virtue's no God, nor has ſhe Power divine ; 


But he protects it, who did firſt enjoin.. | 


: hid. 
Torment of Mind! O feeble Virtue hence! 
I blow-thee from the Palace to the Cottage, 
To build in — of Hinds ; bleſs their rude 
With thy lean Recompence of endleſs' Labour! 
For me, fince I have burſt th' ungrateful Chain, 
That held me to thee, like a ſhackled Slave; 
I will enjoy whate'er the Gods have given, 
And ſurfeit on the Beauties of Semandra! ee - 
We LI Mithridates. 
” A ſettled Virtue . 
Makes itſelf a Judge; and ſatisfied within, ; 
Smiles at that common Enemy, the World. 
I am no more afraid of flying Cenſures, | 
Than Heav'n of being fired with mounting Sparkles. 
| DzrDzn's Rival Ladies. 


L4 . i 
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How few could follow thoſe ſtrict Rules they 


For human Li: wit will human Frailties have 
And Love of Virtue is but barren Praiſe, 
Airy as Fame, not ſtrong enough to raiſe 
The Actions of the Soul above the Senſe ; 


Virtue grows cold without a Recompence. 
Dzvypen's Tyrannick Lowe. 


To what a Height of Arrogance ſhe ſwells ! 


1 or ill Nature ſtill with Virtue dwells ! ; 
Did. 


ee with this peeviſh Virtue, 'tis a Cheat: 


And they who taught it firſt were Hy poerites. 
- OTwar* Orphan, 


O virtue, Virtue! what art thou become, 
That Man ſhould leaveahee for a Toy, a Woman, 


Made from the Droſs and Refuſe of a Man ? 
tv 6.2/4 Daran' s Spaniſe Friar. 


What ſhall I fay, to ſpeak thy wond'rous 
Virtue! 
e forſakes me, when I would 10 on, 
Bac able to form my dazzling Thoughts; 


And I can * gaze, and ſtill admire thee! 
| SOUTHERN's LH Brothers. 


Virtue, the more it is expoſed, - 
Like pureſt Linnen, laid in o n Air, 


Will bleach the more, and whiten to the View. 
Darpzx“ Ampbytrion. 


A noble Temper ſhines even thro * Faults, 
And gilds them into Virtue f 
Da vpzx'⸗ 1 Triumphant. 


ls Viſas then . 
Given to n ake us wretched ? Ah! ſad Portion! 


Fatal 


| * 
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Fatal to all that have thee ! Shunn'd on Earth, - 
Depreſs'd and ſhewn but in ſevereſt Trials: | 
Condemn'd to Solitude: Then ſhining moſt, - + 
When black Obſcurity ſurrounds !- Poor, poor ! 
But ever beautiful 

.  Laxspown's Heroic Lowe. 


Bleſſings ever wait on virtuous Deeds ; 
And tho' a late, a ſure Reward ſucceeds. - 
_ Concaeve's Mourning Bride. 


Great Minds, like Heav n, are pleas'd with doing 


Tho' thi ks Subjects of their . 

Are barren in Return. Virtue does ſtill 

With Scorn the mercenary World 

Where abject Souls do good, and Reward: 7 

Above the worthleſs Trophies Man can raiſe, \}- 

She ſeeks not Honour, Wealth, nor airy Praiſe, 

But with herſelf, berſelf the Goddeſs pays. | 
Ro. Tamerlane. 


Let Mortals "Wi : 
When in Obedience to the Gads they tread | het 
The doubtful Paths of Deſtiny, to-affront 
The dreadful'ſt Dangers with undaunted 8 "ut 
Let them not even in worſt Extremes def "87 
For while they keep to Virtue's narrow 2 
With Guards invincible they march "ale BP : 


The Gods who ſurely * on the Way, 
From them no r an from nnn can 
For Virtue S 0 Vai a w | 
een Ipbigenia.” © 
gland : : Hey! 11035109 * 70 ba 
Purſue a ſacred Counfels of your Soul, 1 


Which urge you on to Virtue n , 
| Ls 8 Nor 
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Nor the incumb'ring World, make faint your Pur- 


Affiſting Angel ſhall conduct your Steps, 
Bring you to Bliſs, and crown your End with Peace ; 
Rowe's Fane Share. 


'To civiline the rude unpoliſh'd World, 
And lay it under the Reſtraint of Laws: 
To make Man mild, and ſociable to Man; 
To cultivate the wild licentious Savage, 
With Wiſdom, Diſcipline, and lib'ral Arts ; 
Th' Embelliſhments of Life] Virtues, like theſe, 
Make human Nature ſhine ; reform the Soul, 
And break the fierce Barbarians into Men! 
| App180N's ad 


22 vin boch ke to do what Virtue would 
By her own radiant Light, tho' Sun and Moon 


Were i in the flat Sea ſunk. 
M1LTON's Dies, 


T3. Againſt the Threats 
Of Malice, or of Sorcery, or that Pow'r 
Which erring Men call Chance, this I parts firm, 
Virtue may be aſſail'd, but never hurt, 
Surpriz'd by unjuſt Force, but not enthrall'd ;- 
Yea even that, which Miſchief means moſt Harm, 
Shall in the happy Trial ove moſt Glory. 


— 
* Virwe, like Gold, will take the stamp from | 


Power. CISE“ Ceſar in Aut. 


Virtae never is defac'd ! unchang'd 
By Strokes of Fate, ſhe triumphs o'er Diftreſs, 
And ev'ry bleeding Wound — hot Beauty. Bid. 


2 Welt to. ſdcceed, my Friend, the Point will 
pros . 


a 
"T4 
6 
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Nor whether you obtain, but how you move. 

Be always honeſt, and you cannot ſtray, 

'Tis Virtue leads the ſure unerring Way; 

The ſacred Guide have ever in your Eye, 

And then, or riſe, or fall, or live, or die, 

"Tis richt; the Gods alone know how to ble, 

Whate er the good Man meets with is Succeſs. 
Lewis's Philip of Macedo. 


* Who in the Paths of Virtue perſeveres 
Has nought to apprehend from impious Men. 
Ex. Harwood's Hue of Brunſwick, &c.. 


_ * Virtue, when diſtrefs'd, can ſmile at Dem. 
And, as a Friend, embrace ii.... 
= = = = = = Yes thou malt fud 1 
Women, when arm'd with Virtue, know n bear 
But Guilt or Shame — Dangers and Death they meet 
With Minds more firm than impious Men like thee. 
MaaT YA“ Timoletn... 


* How oft that Virtue, which ſome Women boaſt, 
And pride themſelves in, but an empty Name. 
No real Good, in Thought alone - TIT” 
Safe in the Want of Charms, the omely: Dames „ 
Secure from the ſeducing Arts of Man, 

Deceives herſelf, and thinks ſhe's aſing c co: = 
Wonders how others e er could fal all, 
She talks moſt loud about the noiſy 2 0 


2 me there you-read her- irtue:./ 
| Frou Philetas..” 


* Whats this Virtue ? What this f6oliflt Pride 
Of doing well, that the fond Chriſtian en n. 
Is it a Revelation but to them, 4 
A Beam directed only to their Sect ? 5 
Or but the vain enthuſiaſtick Talk 
Of ſelfiſh Teachers ? Is it more than Name? 


18.8 che Prejudice of Prepoſſeſſion, 
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That actuates our Minds to think that true, 

Which has but the Authority of Time, 

Imbib'd an Infaney, and grown with Years. 
Hava d' Scanderbeg. 


* There breathes a felt Divinity in Virtue, 
In candid unafſuming generous Virtue, 
Whoſe very Silence ſpeaks ; and which inſpires, 
Without proud formal Leſſons a Diſdain 
Of mean injurious Vice. 
An Tuoursox' Agamemnom. 
Tho' you have trampl'd on my haughty Virtue, 
That noble Pride of Soul, which knows no Fear, 
And bears no Inſult ; yet to you, at leaſt, 
To you of all Mankind, I will be bold, c 
As I had never err d. b I.)zbid. 


* What is the Loſs of Life to Loſs of Virtue 
And yet how can this heavenly Spark be loſt ? 
No ! Virtue burns with an immortal Flame. 
THomps0N's Edward and Eleonora. 


* O virtue Virtue! as thy Joys excel, 
So are thy Woes tranſcendent, the graſs World 
Knows not the Bliſs or Miſery of 9 an 


O all ye pitying Powers that rule Mankind ! 
Who ſo unworthy but may proudly deck him 
With this Fair-weather Virtue, that exults 
Glad, o'er the Summer Main ? The Tempeſt comes, 
The rough Winds rage aloud ; when from the Helm 
'This Virtue ſhrinks, and in a Corner lies KV 
Lamenting.— Heavens | if privileg'd from Trial, 
How cheap a Thing were Virtue. Did. 


* Bright Virtue, welcome ! Vigour of the Mind! 
The Flame from Heaven that lights up higher Being 
Thrice welcome 1 Thid. 

; | ®* Vitae, 
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* Virtue, at Mi bt, walks, as ſaft, within 
As in the conſcious Glare of flaming Day. 
She who in Forms finds Virtue, has no Jertue. _ 


All the * one in * 5 Love. 

K — * — N. was taught, in | © fincerer Clime, 

That Virtue, tho' it finer not, ſtill is Virtue: 

And inbred Honour grows 2585 but at Home. | 
Hill's Alira. 


Go, ſtudy Viet ; and. ancient Worth ! 
Rouſe up that Flame our great Forefathers felt, 
Who won thoſe Honours you unworthy heir : 

Nor truſt ſuch ſoft Refinements of the Schools, 

As ſtrip our nobleft Paſſions of their Force. 

The Luſt of Greatneſs and the Love of Fame! 
 SaikLEY's Parricide, 


* Thou know'> but little, Zaphna, 
If thou doſt think true Virtue is confin'd 
To Climes or Syſtems ; no, it flows ſpontaneous, 


Like Life's warm Stream throughout the where — 


ation, 
And beats the Pulſe of ev'ry healthful Heart. 9 1 
 MiuLer's Mabrmee. - 
The generous Pride of Virtue 


Diſdains to weigh too nicely the Returns' * © 
Her Bounty meets with like the liberal Gods, 1 
From her own walk Renard, Natare he befighrdy +” . 

| * ſtoops to 


114 


— n Coriclanus, 


There is but one; _ 
Not hard to find ; th' unerring Path of Virtue. 
Virtue, that in itſelf commands its Happineſs, © 
Of every outward won independent. 
Francis's e 


155 | | MYR Ho 
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„ How diſtant Virtue dwells from mortal Man ! 
Was't not that each Man calls for other's Virtue, 
Her very Name on Earth would be forgot, 


And leave the Tongue, as it has left the Heart. 
Younc!s Brothers, 


* One Comfort never can forſake us, 

The Mind to Virtue train d, in ev'ry State 
Rejoicing, grieving, dying, muſt poſſeſs 
Th exalted Pleaſure to exert that Virtue. 

| GLoveR's Boadicea. 


* A gen'rous Mind ſhould never dare to quit 
Virtue's firm Hold ; that gone, that ſacred Anchor 
Once parted from, ikere is no Stop——down drives 
The deſp'rate Bark before the foaming Torrent, 


Breaks on a Rock, and inks to riſe no more! 
ie age 


UNCERTAINTY. 


* But be not long for in the tedious Minutes, 

Exquiſite Interval, I'm on the Rack; 

For ſure the greateſt Evil Man can know. 

Bears no Proportion to the dread Suſpence. 
FrRowDE's, Fall of Saguntum. 


0 How wav'ring is the Mind with Fears oppreſt, 

Diſſatisfy d and reltleſs in its Choice { 

The preſent pleaſes and delights-awhile, 

— chen a en cancels that Content: | | 
. WanpesroRD's Fatal Love. 


* Uncertainty ! 
Fell Dzmon of our Fears ! The human Soul, 
That can ſupport Deſpair, ſupports not the. 
Marre s Muftapha. 
* You ſee me toffin on a Sea of Paſſions, 
fo Ebb and Flow of Contrarieties, 


Which. 


5 
. 
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Which now ſeem kindly wafting me to Shore, 
And the next Moment plunge me back «rd 
Ines the . of * outrageous 

Marr zA“ s Mabonet. 


* Theſe ſharp Viciſſitudes of H „ 2 


Tear me with Torture inſupportabſe 
Conqueſt ſuſpended is Captivity : 

0 dreadful . Interval! "1 
 CiByuR's Lig 5. 5 


vofck. | | 
{ 


. I hear a Ne er than all the Muſick, - 
Cry Ceſar. En s Fulizs Caſar. 
There's wond'rous Muſic in thy Voice ! The Story: 


989 phews, which appears ſo bold a Fiction, 
— pheſy d of thee ! Thy Voice has tam d 
The ygers, 


and 2 *. of my Soul! _ 
Danna ' Sephy, 
Thy Voice, like ſad, but pleafing 82 flew * 
Like dying Swans, das ſweet and fatal too 
Aby L . 
Mathinks-your tend faint 
As diſtant Echoes — Lö Mitht idates; 
Methought I heard a Voice, and yet I 8 


Now roaring like the Ocean, when the Winds 
Fight with the Waves How in a ſtill ſmall Tone. r 


Your dying Accents wrecking Ships, La th 
After the dreadful Sink, Bars aß down TW 

And bubble up a Noiſe, Dzrotn's end TH een 
His Voice is ſoft 2s is the upper Air, rom, 

Or. ing * Words. 


Da.roan's Rival Leun 
125 Ola 80. * Lv. Methoughg 


Miethought I heard a Voice, + | 

/ hon as the Shepherd's Pipe upon the Mountains, 

When all his little Flock's at Feed before him. 
OTwar's ns 


Who talks of dying in a Voice ſo ſweet, 
That Life's in Love with itt Ii 


There's Heav'n ſtill in thy Voice, but that! s a Sign 
Virtue's departing ; for thy better Angel 
Still makes the Woman's Tongue his riſing Ground, 
Wags there a-while, and takes bis Flight for ever, 
Darp x' Duke of Guiſe, 


That Voice was wont to come in gentle Whiſpers, 
And fill my Ears with the ſoft Breath of Love. 
_ OTwarY': Fenice Preſerv'd, 


His Voice, Attention ſtill as Midnight, draws; 
His Voice more gentle than the Summer's Breeze, 
That mildly whiſpers thro* the waving Trees; 

i Soft as the Nightingale's complaining Song, 
Or murm'ring Currents as they roll * 

Oh ! were my Voice a Trumpet loud 3 as Fame, T 
To reach the Round of Heav'n, and Earth, and Sea, 
All Nations ſhould be ſammon'd to this Place! 

Darn ire 


UPBRAIDING. 


O Emperor ! thou Picture of a Glory 
Thou maängl'd Figure of a min'd Greatneſs f ” 
O thou royal Villamy en r 
In Purple dipp'd to give a Gloſs to Miſchief „ | 
Vet e er thy Death enriches my Revenge, 
And ſwells the Book of Fate, thou ftatelier Madman, 
Plac'd by the Gods upon a Precipice, 
To make thy Fall more dreadful ! 
By all th' immortal Gods, I will awake thee ! 
if roufe thee, Ce/ar, if ſtrong Reaſon can! 
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If thou had'ſt ever Senſe of Ron a Honour, 

Or the Imperial Genius ever warm'd thee ! 

Why haſt thou uſed me thus for all my Service, 

My Toils, my Fights, my Wounds in horrid War ? 
Why didſt thou tear the only Garland from me, 


That could make proud my Conqueſts ? 
RocxxtsTER's Valentinian. 


I take the Gods to witnefs with more Sorrow, 
And more Vexation hear I theſe Reproaches, 


Than were my Life dropp'd from me thro* an Hour- 
Glaſs. Ibid. 


Fly, begone 
And hide thee where bright Virtue never Donn 12 
The Day will ſhun thee, nay, the Stars that view - ' 
Miſchiefs and Murders, Deeds to thee not new, 
Will tart at this! | LI, Alexander, 


| You have yourſelf your Kindneſs over-paid : 
He ceaſes to We who can upbraid. $62 1910 
* Da State of Ae 1 
K. 9412 a 
Could I believe hon could I think thee true: 
But, Oh ! thou Syren/ I will ſtop my Ears 
To thy enchanting Notes The Winds ſhall bear 
"Te" * Wings thy Words, more light than they. 
: RYDEN's Troilus and Crefida.. 


| What's Life without your Honour? 
Co uld you transform yourſelf into a Gorgon, 
Or make that * Face like Jupiters, 
I would be heard in ſpite of all your Tbanders 
O Pow'r of Guilt ? + x6 fear to ſtand the Teſt 
Which Virtue brings ! Like Sores your Vices ſhake 
Before this Roman Healer; But if you be not 
Quite dead with Slee 2 for ever loſt to Honour, 


Before I 80, Ti tip: nn £ om 


14 
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I'll let the Venom fly before your Eyes, By 
And laſh you with keen Words from lazy Love. But 
- Lee's Theodofius. 


I would but ſhake him, | 
Rouſe him a little from this Death of Honour, 
And ſhew him what he ſhould be. 164. 


C 
W 
| T 
Thou haſt loſt thy Honour! Oh ! hadft thou dy'd T 
Ten thouſand Deaths, e'er blaſted Gri//on's Glory! T 
_ Grilhn! who ſav'd thee from a barb'rous World, T 
Where thou had'ſt ſtarv'd, or fold thyſelf for Bread, T 
Took thee into his Boſom, foſter'd thee 1 
As his own Soul, and laid thee in his Heart-ftrings ! F 
And now for all my Cares to ſerve me thus f 
It wrings the iron Tears from Gri/lon's Heart, \ 
And melts me to a Babel 
Drypen ard Let's Duke of Guife, 


A thouſand Nights have bruſh'd their balmy Wingz 
Over theſe Eyes; but ever when they clos'd, 
Thy tyrant Image forc'd them ope again, 
And dry'd the Dews they brought. 
© Dx ypun's Don Sebaſtian, 


Tyrant! it irks me ſo to call my Prince, 

But juſt Reſentment, and hard Uſage coin'd 

Th' unwilling Word, and grating as it is, 

Take it, for 'tis thy Due. Bid. 


If I'm a Traitor, think, and bluſh, thou Tyrant, 
Whoſe Injuries betray'd me into Treaſon, 
Effac'd my Loyalty, unhing d my Faith, - 
And hurry'd me from Hopes of Heav'n to Hell ! 
All theſe, and all my yet unfiniſh'd Crimes, 
When I ſhall riſe to plead before the Skies, 
I charge on thee to make thy Damning ſure, /b3#. 


Yor - 1 ſerv'd thee fifteen hard Campaigns, 
And pitch'd thy Standard in theſe foreign Fields: 
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By me thy Greatneſs grew; thy Years grew with it; 
But thy Ingratitude out-grew them both. 
| D&vyDEN's Don Sebaſtian. 


_ * Inſulting Tyrant 
Cool, froſty-hearted Monſter !—wiſh thee dead 
Why, 'tis the only glorious Hope I live for! 
Think on the Miſeries thou haſt wrung my Soul with; 
The biting Shame, the never-dying Ar guiſh ! 
Think on the Arts, the Oaths, the Subtleties ; 
The endleſs, inexpreſſible, Deceits ! | 
The Wiles, and Perjuries, which have undone me ! 
Think on the feign'd Endearments ; ſtudied Graces ! 
Falſe Smiles; enticing Raptures ! labour'd Flatteries ! 
And all that nameleſs Train of filent Treacheries,: 
Which help'd thy tempting Tongue to. make ma 
wretched ! | ih 
Look back on all this dreadful Pile of Baſeneſs, 
And then — Oh! Heaven! — if then, Thou 
dar'ſt look farther! 120155 | 
If frighted Memory does not fly thy Soul; 
Think, in the bitter Agonies of Conſcience, 
What follow'd all this Train of Preparation! } 
See me abandon'd to the Laſh of Shame; 
Turn'd out an Object for ſharp-ey'd Derifion, 
By Friends forſaken, and difown'd by Kindred : 
Wild, and diſtracted, with unconquer'd Sorrow ! 
Expos'd, to be the Mirth of wifer Hypocrites, 
And ſtand the Scorn-Mark of RY World: 
Death! 108 Thou Deſtroyer! think of this! and 
r rand as he BUT. 
In the cool Inſolence of Pride, and Majeſty, - 
Aſc me again — if I can wiſh thee dead? 
r | . HILL“ Henry V. 
* Ye noiſy ! turbulent! vain-glorious Rout! 
Are you the Arbiters of Cz/ar's Cauſe,” © 
Like Fate, to limit, or with-hold his Conqueſts ? 
Cou'd.you preſume, that your poor Aid _— 
ou 
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Wou'd leave his Standards naked in the Field ? 
If Pompey's routed Cauſe, o'er burning Sands, 
Can draw ſuch Numbers to reſume the War, 
Can Cæſar's Eagles droop, in full Succeſs ? 
Can the Victorious fail of worthier Hands; 
To bear our Trophies, and divided Spoil, 
To Rem! While you, inglorious in Repoſe, 
Are deafned with the Clangors of our Triumphs: 
Hence, from my. Sight ye murmuring heartleſs Herd! 
Ye Undeſervers of Pharſalian Honour! 
Such daſtard Spirits are unfit to follow, 
Where Cæſar, and his Fortune, leads the Brave. 
Hence, to Nr abject Homes | there pine in Cor- 
ners | 
There waſte your winking Lamps of Life away, 
And leave your General to be ſingly glorious ? 
| CiBBER's Ceſar in AZgypt. 


' inſult thy noble Nature were a Crime 
My Soul diſdains, and far beneath a Man, | 
Reproach and Obloquy are Female Vengeance. 
2 1 FROWDE's Fall of Saguntum. 


This Prince, for Vertae ſo rever'd and fam'd, 
Thinks Perj'ry and Ingratitude no Crimes! 
Seems to forget he ever lov'd, then left 
A helpleſs Maid to mourn her eaſy Faith, 

And curſe, in Bitterneſs of Heart, the Time, 
When firſt ſhe liſt'ned to his betraying Vows, | | 
ELIzZ. Harwoops Duke of Brunſwick- Lunenburgh. 


* You all are Bigots, Robbers, Ruffians all ! 
It is the very Genius of your Nation. Py 
Vindictive Rage, the Thirſt of Blood, conſumes you. 
| You live by Rapine, thence your Empire roſe ; 
And yaur Religion is a meer Pretence . 
To rob and murder in the Name of Heaven. 
I noursox's Edward and Elionora. 


- 


* Tho), 


ß ES Fs 


| 
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* Tho', as a Miſer eyes his plunder'd Hoard, 
from my Enjoyment I had ſeen thee borne 
The guiltleſs Victim of an early Grave; 1 
There to be loſt with yet- remember d Chiefs, 1 
With Maids and Matrons, long the Themes of 
Praiſe ! 1 R > omen 0 
[lluſtrious Names ! whoſe Virtue you've betray'd, _ 
Whoſe Glory ſully'd and whoſe Fame deſil d. 
Oh had my aged Eyes beheld thee dead: * 
The tender Tears which down my Cheeks had roll d, 
Would have been Balm to Pangs I now endure! 
The Satisfaction then, at leaſt 70 ao 
To ſee thee ſink in honourable Pub, r 469; Ye 7 
And end, with Dignity, a noble Line ' 
That had,, for Ages, flouriſh'd'with Renown. © ©  ” 
The laſt ſtrong Buttreſs yielding; ſo, the Pile, 
The venerable Pile o'er{preads the Earth, 
Magnificent in Ruins! Grateful, then, 
Our nobleſt Matrons would have deck d thy Grave! 
Our nobleſt Virgins chaunted Hymns of Praiſe | 
had but fiv'd to pay 4 Parent's Debt 2d An 
Of decent Grief, and ſunk myſelf to Reſt t.. 
To everlaſting, honourable Reſſt. 
But what is \now my hard, my dreadful Doom 
Thy Guilt deals all theſe agonizing Throes! :: 
And, torn with Torment, hurls me down to the , 
And there, if Memory, of paſt Wron \ fab ode,” 8 
Twill ev'n imbitter all the Joys of Heavin!.. : * - 
Oh, fatal Fall from Innocence and Duty: 
Oh, Fiend ! but born to damn a Father's Peace. 
SA 1 Parricides 
rh 100319 mal eine wil bus. zi wwil 
Why didſt thou leave the fair alan Fields; - 
Thou ſilken Slave of Venn; What could move 
Thee to explore theſe boiſt'rous northern Climes, 
And change yon radiant Sky for Britain's Clouds? 
What doſt thou here effeminate ? By Hear sn 
Thou ſhould'ſt have loiter'd in Gampania's Villa's, 1 4 | 
En n 
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And in thy Garden nurs'd with careful Hands 
The gaudy-veſted Progeny of Flora; 

Or indolently pac'd the pebbled Shore, 

And ey'd the Beating of the Tuſcan Wave 

To waſte thy irkſome Leiſure, Wilt thou tell me, 
What thou doſt here in Britain? Doſt thou come, 
To 1 pine? Could 7:a/y afford 


No 
verſe | 

Such Tracts of Land, and viſit this cold Region 
To love and languiſh ? Anſwer me, what Motive 
Firſt brought thee hither ? But forbear to urge 

It was in Queſt of Honour; for the Gd 

Of War diſclaims thee, 

| Maths 6) 4 GLoves's Boadicee, 


USURPER. 


_A Sceptre ſnatch'd with an unruly Hand, 
Muſt be as boiſt'rouſly maintain'd as gain'd: 
And he that ſtands upon a flipp'ry Place, 
Makes nice of no vile Hold to ſtay him up 

He who by Force a Sceptre does obtain, 

Shews chk ern that which he could gain, 

Right comes of Courſe, whate'er he was before, 

Murder and Uſurpation are no more.  '' 
D Dieytgn's furengaebe 

Dare to be great without a guilty Crown! 

View it, and lay the bright Temptation down ! 

; *Tis baſe to ſeize on all becauſe you may; 

That's Empire, that which I can give away. 


There's Joy when to wild Will you Laws eribe, 


When you bid Fortune carry back her Bribe. 
A Joy which none but greateſt Minds can taſte, | 
A Fame which will to endleſs Ages laſt! | 


L Bid. 
K King 


ood for theſe weak Paſſions ? Muſt thou tra. 


SHAKBIPEAR's King J, 


_—_ —— - = 


I I * {2 


r 
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mw who did Crowns unjuſtly get 

In Hell on burning Thrones are ſet : 

And, oh! uneaſily their Crowns they wear, 

And their own Guilt, amidſt the Guards they fear; 

Cares, when they wake, their Minds unquiet k > 

And Ghoſts, in Viſions, lord it o'er their Sleep. 
DarpEx', . 


O Alphonſo ! 
| fear they come too late! ! Her Father's Crimes 
Hang heavy on her, and weigh down her Prayers: : 
A Crown uſurp'd ! A lawful King depos'd ! 9 
In Bondage held, debarr'd the common Light! 
His Children murders; and his Friends deſtroy'd! 1 
What can we leſs expect, than what we foel, 291% 
And what we fear-will follow ? | t; 

. Davypen's Saris Friar. 


Avert it, Heaven 
Then Heav'n muſt not be Heav'n : Jud phe n 
By what has paſs d. Th' Uſurper jo 
His ill-got Pow'r ! "Tis true, he 1 d) in Peace 


Unriddle that ye Powers. 


If IL thought my Soul of Kin to thine, 
Soon would I rend my Heart - Strings 
And tear out that Alliance : Bat thou, Viper, c 
Haſt cancell'd Kindred, made a Rent in Nature; 
And thro' her holy Bowels gnaw'd thy Way 
Thro* thy own Blood to . 


Daxvox Don e, 


Let Danes that eternal slare n 5 
Jo Fear, the Tyrant's greater Tyrant. tro 
Her thirſty Purple deep in native Blood; 
The lawful Prince, by daring to forgive, 
Aſſerts the great Prerogative of Heaven, 


And proves his Claim divine. . 8 
1 
ks Fierce 
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* Fierce in his Courſe, . 
The Uſurper, like a raging Peſtilence, 
Breathes out Deſtruction, ſpreads Confuſion round, 
As if commiſſion'd to deſtroy Mankind: 
Like Death he ranges: Luſt and Slaughter wait 
His Will, and Delolation follow him. 
2 3 MarTyYN's Timoleon, 


* Truſt me, Timophanes, theſe Frights, theſe Terrors 
Are all the Attendants on Uſurpers Thrones, 
The Man who riſes on his Country's Ruin, 
Lives in a Croud of Foes, himſelf the Chief : 
In vain his Power, in vain his Pomp and Pleaſures! 
His guilty Thoughts, thoſe Tyrants of the Soul, 
Steal in unſeen, and ſtab him in his Triumph. 
Wretched diſtracting State ! when ev'ry Objet _ 
Strikes him with Horror, ev'ry Thought with Fear, 

| Ibid. 


“ Muarriage mends my Reign, 
Her rightful Title conſecrates Ambition: 
And Ufurpation whiteas into Lenne 
* N 6 | HILL Merope. 


1 


WAN T. 


AMINE is in thy Cheeks, 
Need and Oppreſſion ſtaring in thy Looks, 
Contempt and Beggary hang on thy Back. 
f | | oy wes. bor) Romeo and Juliet. 


Poor naked Wretches, whereſoe'er you are, 
That bide the pelting of this pitileſs Storm; 
How ſhall your houſeleſs Heads and unfed Sides, 
Your lopp'd'and window'd Raggedneſs defend you 7 
2 21 ro 
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From Seaſons ſuch as theſe ; take Phyſick, emp. 
Expoſe thyſelf to feel what Wretches feel, 
That thou may ſt ſhake the Superflux to them, 


And ſhew the Heav'n's more juſt. 


SHAKESPEAR's King Lear. 


Take this Purſe, thou whom Heaven's Plagues 
Have humbled to all Strokes. That I am wretched 
Makes thee the-happier : Heavens deal ſo ſtill, 

Let the ſuperfluous. and Luſt-dieted Man. 
That ſlaves, your Ordinance that will not ſee, ' - / 
Becauſe he does not feel, feel your Power quickly; 
So Diſtribution ſhould undo Ro | 
And each Man have enough. Ibid. 


To Men 
Preſs'd by _— all Change is ever welcome. 
- Ban. Jouns0 N's Cataline, 1 


Oh! ed Seco dias tab n 
In which the paſt Delights of Love were taſted 3 
The Poor ſleep little; we muſt learn to watch 
Our Labours late and early e'ery Morn rag, 
Midſt Winter Froſt, ſparingly clad and fed, / 
Riſe to our Toils, and drud away the Day. 
Want, worldly Want, that hungry meagre Fiend, 
Is at our Heels, and chaſes us in View. 
Canſt thou bear Cold and Hunger ? Can theſe Limbs, 
Fram'd for the tender Offices of Love, 
Endure the bitter Gripes of ſmarting Poverty? 
When in a Bed of Straw we fink together, 
And the bleak Winds ſhall whiſtle round our Heads, 
Wilt thou then talk to me thus ? 
Thus huſh my Cares, and ſhelter me with Love? 

| Orwan s Venice Preſer d. 


Vol. III. M | a : 


Mo 
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Oh ! we will bear our wayward Fate together, 
And ne'er know Comfort more. | 
OTwarY's Venice Pręſerv d. 


If all her former Woes were not enough, 
Look on her now ! Behold her where ſhe wanders, 
Hunted to Death, diſtreſs'd on e'ery Side, 
With no one Hand to help; and tell me then, 
If ever Miſery were known like her's ? | 
And can ſhe bear it, can that delicate Frame 
Endure the Beating of a Storm ſo rude ? © 


Can ſhe, for whom the various Seaſons chang'd, 


To court her Appetite; and crown her Board; 
For whom the foreign Vintages were preſs'd ; 
For whom the Merchant ſpread his filken Stores ; 


Can ſhe entreat for Bread, and want the needful 


Raiment ö 

To wrap her ſhiv'ring Boſom from the Weather ? 

Now ſad and ſhelterleſs perhaps ſhe lies, 

Where piercing Winds blow ſharp, and the chill Rain 

Drops from ſome Penthouſe on her wretched Head, 

Drenches her Locks, and kills her with the Cold ; 

While her Head reſts on what cold Stone ſhe pleaſes. 
Rowe's Jane Shore. 


W AR. 


So ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with Care, 
Find we a Time for freighted Peace to pant, 
And breathe ſhort-winded Accents of new Broils, 
To be commenc'd in Strands a-far remote : | 
No more the thirſty Entrance of this Soil 
Shall daub her Lips with her own Childrens Blood : 
No more ſhall trenching War channel her Fields, 
Nor bruiſe her Flow'rets with the armed Hoofs 
Of hoſtile Paces : Thoſe oppoſed Eyes, 
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heav'n, 


— 


the ENGLISH STAGE. 243 


All of one Nature, of one Subſtance bred, 

Did lately meet in the inteſtine Shock, 

And furious Cloſe of civil Butchery, 

Shall now in beauteous well-beſeeming Ranks, 

March all one Way, like an ill - ſn Knife 

No more ſhall cut his Maſter. | 
SHAKESPEAR's Henry IV. 


| O War! thou Son of Hell! 
Whom angry Heavens do make their Miniſter, 
Throw in the frozen Boſoms of our Part 
Hot Coals of Vengeance ! Let no Soldiers fly. / 
He that is truly dedicate to War | | N 
Hath no Self. Love; nor he that loves himſelf 
Hath not eſſentially, but by Circumſtance, da 
The Name of Valour. | BE 

| SHAKESPEAR's Henry VI. 


The Fight grows hot, the whole War's now at work; / | 
And the goar'd Battle bleeds at e ery Vein. 
SHAKESPEAR's King Lear. 


Oh! Now for ever, | 
Farewel the tranquil Mind ; farewel Content : 
FareweFthe plumed Troops, and the big War 
That makes Ambition Virtue: O farewel, { 
Farewel the neighing Steed, and the loud Trump, 
The Spirit · ſtirring Drum, and the ſhrill Fife, 
The Royal Banner, and all Quality, | 
Pride, Pomp, and Circumſtance of glorious War! 
And, oh! ye mortal Engines, whoſe rude Throats 
Th' immortal Joe's dread Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel: Othelf's Occupation's gone. 
| SHAKESPEAR's, Otbell:. 


M 2 Now 
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Now glorious War, farewel: | 
Thou Child of Honour and ambitious Thoughts, 
Begot in Blood, and nurs'd with Kingdoms Ruins ! 
Thou golden Danger, courted by thy Followers, 
'Thro' Fires and Famines, for one Title from thee ! 
A long Farewel I give thee ! Noble Arms, 
Ye-Ribs for mi eie ye iron Houſes, 
Made to defy — hunder-Claps of Fortune, 
Ruſt, and conſuming Time muſt now dwell with you! 


And thou, good Sword, that knewſt the Way to Con- 


Upon whoſe fatal Edge Death and Deſpair dwelt, 

That when I ſhook thee thus, foreſhewd ſt Deſtruction, 

Sleep now from Blood, and grace my Monument ! 

Farewel my Eagle! When thou flew'ſt, whole Armies 

Have W below thee l At Paſlage I have ſeen 

ee . 

Ruffte the Tartars as they fled thy Fury, 

And bang them up together as a Taſſel _ 

Upon the Stretch, a Flock of fearful Pigeons ! 

:F yet remember when the Volga cutÞ'd ! | 

The aged Yoga when he held his Head up, 

And rais'd his Waters high to ſee the Ruins, 

The Ruins our Swords made, the bloody Ruins! 

Then flew this Bird of Honour, bravely ſtew 

But this muſt be forgotten, quite forgotten; 

And all that tends. to Arms, by me for ever. T 
| Bea umMonT's Loyal Subject. 

New Storms of War like Hail around us fall: 

Fury that ſat at home on maſſy Shields, ? 

Now heaves them up, and ranges thro' the Fields: 

With all her hundred Whips, of Wire ſhe comes, 


And drives deſpairing Monarchs to their Tombs. 


War! how it ſounds! Away, to Arms! to Arms! 
My Soul to Battle now all fiery turns ; 


Swift 


the:ENGLISH STAGE, 245 


Swift as the Gods, in Haſte outftrips the Wind, 
And leaves the Courſers of the Day behind! 
ID Lee's Sophoniſba. 


The neig ghbouring Plain with Arms is cover'd oer; 
The Vale an iron Harveft ſeems to yield N 

Of thick-ſprang Lances in a waving Field; 

The poliſn d Steel gleams terribly from far, 

And e' ery Moment nearer ſhews the War. 


Divpen' s Aurengacbe. 


When Greeks join'd IT then was the Tug of 
War; 
The labour'd Battle ſweat, and Conqueſt bled. 
Lz8's Alexander. 


Then p at che Walls a Scaling-Ladder, 
I mounted — a Show'r of Cranes, Bar Arrows, - 
Aud all the Lumber which they thunder'd down, 
I left the Walls to fly among m my Foes, 
And like a baited Lion, dy 2i2 
All over with the Blood of thoſe dire Hunters 1 
Fill ſpent with Toil I batted on my Knees, 
Pluck'd forth the Darts, that made my Shield 4 Foreſt, 
And hurl'd hem back with moſt eren e- F hu 


-_ 


Oh ! ſpare the Wounds our bleeding Country fears, 
The thouſand Ills that civil Diſcord: brings 
O! ſtill he Peg of War; way Sore ig Alarms 
Frighten E em Com illages : _ 
Ak ſtir Er; umult up, * wild Diſragion, 
In all our peaceful Cities ! 

Rowe's Ambitious Stopmetien, 


Yet, yet a Rade, and deſtructive Slaughter 
Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous Proſpect 


Paſs but an Hour, Ly Dr RR - 
M 3 | Of 
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Of Thouſands and Eternity ! what Change. 
Shall haſty Death make in that glitt'ring Plain! 
O thou fell Monſter, War! that in a Moment 
Lay'ſt waſte the nobleſt Part of the Creation; 
The Boaſt and Maſter-piece of the great Maker ! 
That wears in vain th' — of his Image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee |! 
os Rows's Tamerlane. 


War is the Province of ambitious Men, 


Who tear the miſeradle World for Empire. Fay 
| | id. 


Enough of War the wounded Earth has known} 
Weary at length, and waſted with Deſtruction, 
Sadly ſhe rears her ruin'd Head to ſhew 

Her Cities hambled, and her Countries ſpoil'd, 
And to her mighty Maſter ſues for Peace. * | 


The dreadful Bus'neſs of the War is oer; 
And Slaughter, that from Veſter Morn till Ev'n, 
With Giant Steps paſs'd ſtriding o'er the Field, 
Beſmear'd and horrid with the Blood of Nations, 
Now weary fits among the mangled Heaps, 
And ſlumbers o'er her Prey. * as 


All the dire Calamities 
Of raging War chain'd up-in Diſcipline, 
Are now A looſe, trooping in horrid March 
To fright the World : | 1 
Now Luſt and Rapine both divide the Spoil; 
And Giant Murder now beſtrides our Streets, 
Stalking in State, and wading deep in Blood. | 
| | Sou TERM Fate Capua. 
Remember him, the Villain, righteous Heaven, 
In thy great Day of Veng'ance : Blaſt the 8 # 
| n 
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And his pernicious Counſels; who, for Wealth, 
For Pow'r, the Pride of Greatneſs or Revenge, 
Would plunge his native Land in Civil Wars. 
Have we ſo ſoon forgot thoſe Days of Ruin, 
When like a Matron butcher'd by her Sons, / 
And caſt beſide ſome common Way, a Spectacle 
Of Horror, an Affright to Paſſers-by, . 
Our groaning Country bled at e ery Vein: : 
When Murders, Rapes, and Maſſacres prevail'd ;' 
When Churches, Palaces, and Cities blaz'd ; 
When Inſolence and Barbariſm triumph'd, 
And ſwept away Diſtinction: Peaſants trod 
Upon the Necks of Nobles: Low were laid 
The reverend Croſier, and the holy Mitre; 
And Deſolation cover d all the Land : 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
Here vow to ſheath a Dagger in his Heart, 
Whoſe damn'd Ambition would renew thoſe Horrors, 
And ſet once more that Scene of Blood before us ? 
I +2 RowE' Jane Shore. 
From hence let fierce contending Nations know, 
What dire Effects from civil Diſcord flow. © © 
'Tis this that ſhakes our Country with Alarms, 
And gives up Rome a Prey to Romans Arms; 
Produces Fraud, and Cruelty, and Strife ; | 
And robs the guilty World of Cato's Life. 
| q | App1$0N'; Cato. 
The ſhining Images of War are fled, 
The fainting '[rumpets languiſh. in my Ear, 
The Banners furl'd, and all the ſprightly Blaze 
Of burniſh'd Armour, like the ſetting Sun, | 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh'd from my Thought; 
No Battle, Siege, or Storm, ſuſtain my Soul, 
In wonted Grandeur, and fill out my Breaft. 
YounG's Bufiris. 


M 4 Iam 
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I am near you in the Day of Danger, 
In toilſome Marches and the bloody Field, 
When Nations againſt Nations claſh in Arms, 
And half a People in one Groan expire. 
Vouxo' Buſiris. 


4 War, my Lord, 
Is of eternal Uſe to human Kind; 
For ever and anon when you have paſs d 
A few dull Vears in Peace and Rae 
The World is overſtock'd with Fools, and wants 
A Peſtilence at leaſt, if not a Hero. 
| Irrazrs' Edavin, 


ho When Violence and Rapine ſound to Arms, 
Bankrupts and Prodigals are warm for War. 
C1BBER's Cæſar in Rgppi. 


* Raſh fruitleſs War, from wanton Glory wag'd, 
Is only ſplendid Murder. 
THOMPsON's Edward and . 


* What Woes attend on War | when the dire God 
Rides forth in red Array !' around him Rage 
Deſpair and Ruin; at his icon Wheels 
Captivity 3 Is dragg'd; and in his Train 
Come rav'ning Famine and devouring ge 1 
Before him ſhould luxuriant Nature 
Her richeſt Treaſures, lo ! he comes, be — 4 
And waſte behind him lies the howling Deſart. 

| PATERSON's Arminew's. 


Check not that Ardour which no Foes can curb, 
And which in Time muſt make the World your own: 
I know the Hardfhips of a lengthen'd War; 
-What Treaſures it muſt cot— what Streams of Blood - 
What vaſt Expences— what unnumber'd Toils, 
Equiping Fleets, and muſtering Armies aſk. 

HavarD's Regulus. 


Un - 
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* Unchaiw'd Ballona from her e ruſhes, 
With all the Crimes and Vices in ber Train; wo 
Earth fades at her Ap PR. To rural Peace, 

Fair Plenty, and. the ſocial Joy of Cities, 

Soon will ſucceed Rage, Rapine, Devaſtation, 

Each cruel Horror ſanctify'd by Names. 

O Mortals ! Mortals! when will you, content 

With Nature's Bounty, that in full Flow, - ;  _ 

Still as your Labours more its Sources, 4 

Abundant gaben o'er the. happy World; 182 

When will you baniſh Violence, and Outra 

To dwell with Beaſts of Prey in Woods and Deſarts ? 
| Tuoureon 4 9 


8 * 


* Why geen thou learn each Chance of varying 
Which takes a "thouſand Totns, and ſhifts the Scene 


From bad to good, as Fortune ſmiles or frowns. 
PTL nne s Roman Father, 


* Too g my Friend, has the wild Waſte of 
Rag'a ber the Earth: Ok! were the ſcept red War- 


 _riors, 
Whoſe Luſk of Empire ſets the World in Arms, 
Were they to ſee the Widow' s keen Affliction, 
Or heat the Mother's $hrieks in her Deſpair, 
What could Ambition anſwer. 
FaAnC1S's A de ; 


"WEEPING. pin pits 


Why holds thy Eye that lamentable Rheam, T 


Lik ud River, o'er its Bound! 
x * 1 King Jobs. 


M 5 Now 


z * 
- 
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| Now all my Mother comes into my Eyes, 
And * me up to Tears. 


- SHAKBSPEAR' # Henry v. 


Look! the good Man weeps, 
: And ſtrangles all his Language in his Tears. 
Suk ESTEAR' Henry VIII. 


He with bis Tears, au „ —— the Morning Dew, 
And adds to Clouds, more Clouds with his — Sighs. 
SHAKESPEAR's Romeo and Fuliet. 


Back, fooliſh Tears, back to your native Spring, 
; Your cributary Drops belong to Woe ; 
i Which you, miſtaken, offer up to Joy. Bid. 


Joy had the like Conception in our Eyes, 


And at that Inſtant, like a Babe ſprung up. 
», SHAKESPEAR 's Timon of Athens. 


Now is ent noble Veſſel full of Grief, 


\ That it runs over even at his Eyes. 
SHAKESPEAR's Tulius Cefar. 


O I could weep my Spirits from ing, . pm 
| 1 


My Tears begin to take his Part ſo much, 


They mur wy ounterfeiting. 
SHAKESPEAR” King Lear. 


— 


Hit Eyes, 
Altho' unus'd unto the melting Mood, 
\ Drop Tears more fait, than the Arabian Tree 


Or medicinal Gums, 


| SHAKESPEAR' 5 Othello. 
The Weeping of an Heir mould Ain be Laughter, 
Under a Viſor. B, JonnsoN / Yolpone. 


Fall, 


F 
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Fall, fall, chryſtal Fountains ! 
And ever feed your Streams, ye riſing Sorrows, 


Till you have wept your Miſtreſs into Marble 
RocutsTER's Valentinian, 


Oh ! that my Tears could make thy Heart relent ! 


Then would I drain thoſe chryſtal Sluices dry ; ..- 
Rivers I'd | weep, and long luxuriant Streams 
Lzz's Nero. 


Her wat'ry Eyes aſſault my very Soul; 
They ſhake my beſt Reſolves ! ji 
LEE“ Alexander; 


Forbear theſe ſtrict Embraces ! _. 
Your 22 your hanging on my Boſom thus, 
Your Si ke s, reduce my Age to ſobbing Childhood, 


And make an Infant of your poor old Man ! 
LE E's Mitbriduter. 


You ſmother all 8 
Your Words with Groans ! Dry up this womaniſh 
Grief. bid. 


| By Heaven he weeps | poor good old _— he 
weeps |. _. 
The big round Drops courſe one another down 


The F urrows of his Cheeks. 
| Drvven's All for Love. 


Oh ! break not yet my Heart : 
Tho! my Eyes burſt, no Matter ! Lia. g 


He n Shew, as he would RY his 6705 
FT and blotted out a falling Tear. es a 
ia, © 


So thro' a watry Cloud, 


The Sun at once ſeems both to weep and ſhine. 
 Dikxpan” s Secret Love... 


Then 
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Then ſetting free à Sigh; from her fair Eyes, 
She wip'd two Pearls, he Remnant of wild — 


Which hung like Drops, upon the Bells of Flowr's. 
| nee Secret Love. 


g Mui mia weeping 1— 
So Morning Dews, on new- blink Rofes lodge, 


By the Sun's amorous Heat to be exhal'd. 
Or war Orphan. 


Why doſt thon weep, and pour into my Wounds 
New Oil, to make em blaze? 
LEE's Ceſar Borgia. 


I weep, tis true: But, Machiaudl, T ſwear - - 
They re Tears of Vengeance; Drops of liquid Fire 

o Marble weeps, when Flames ſurround the Quarry, 
| 100 the pil'd Oaks ſpout forth ſuch ſcalding Bubbles, 
Before the general Blaze. Vid. 


I could perceive with Joy, a ſilent Show'r 
Run down his Silver Beard. 
wes 5 Rk Junius Brafzs. 


Behold a Top, ft 152228 K 
A watry Comfort riſing in kh Byes? | This, 


Oh! why Semanthe, why theſe Fallin Tears? 

I fwear my Love, not the laſt Drops of Life, 
Juſt flowing from my Heart, are dearer to me 
Than thoſe rich Pearls that trickle from thy Eyes! 
Give me thy Griefs, pour all thy Sorrows here, 
Into my Breaſt, and pant within my Arms: 
Tho' Fortune frown, and e ery Thing conſpire, 
Yet we may love 8 emanthe | 

.  $0QUTHERN's Loyal Brother, 


Had you ben her Dove - like Sorrow, 
7285 the begg'd for Nome; 
a | With 
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- 


With Eyes Tear-charg'd, yet iparkling thro' the Dew; 
| Whilſt charming Pity dimpled each ſoft Cheek. 
- Tarts Coriolunas. 


Her Soul in Sadnefs, and her Eyes in Tears, 
Sighing, ſhe ſaid, ſhe fear'd her Heart might break: 
Then at my Feet, in all the Storm of Grief, 

Such Floods of Sorrow burſt from her bright Eyes, 
I could not keep my Manhood, but wept*wo ! .* 
1. 1 © 10 SOUTHERN's Difappointment. 


_ = 


| She came weeping forth, 
Shining thro' Tears, like April Suns in Show'rs, 

That labour to o'ercome the Cloud, that loads them ! 
While two young Virgins, on whoſe Arms ſhe lean'd; - 
Kindly look'd up, and at her Grief 5 fall; 1 

As if they catch d the Sorrows that fell from her: 
Even the lew'd Rabble, that were gather'd round, 

To ſee that Sight, ſtood mute when they beheld her, 
Govern'd their roaring 'Throats, and grumbled Pity ? 


4445 OTwarY's Venice Prefery'd. 
Bear my Weakneſs, : 
If throwing thus my Arms about thy Neck, , 


1 play the Boy, and blubber in thy Boſomm 
"$I 10% 63 504 8 f | 3 23 18 * id. 
Thou know'ſ the gentle Temper of my Soul. 
Which the miſtaken World good Nature call; 
Tho' eaſy to be rais'd, more eaſy to be calm'd : 
Like to Heav'n's Anger, my relenting Rage, 
Begins in Tempeſts, and is laid in Showr's! ! 
Re ſwelling Drops burſt thro* their lucid Orbs, 
And chaſe each other down my flowing Checks, 
Which bluſh with Shame; at the old Soldier's Weak- 
neſs,  * HicGon's Generous Congucrur. 
Thoſe wioring Tears will quite diffolve my Frame: 
They melt that Soul, which Threats could never 
make! eee 


. Theſe 


# » 
- q ® 
- " 7 - 11 3 


| | Theſe Thanks I pay you: 
And know, that when S-ba/ian weeps, his Tears 
Come harder than his Blood! | 
They plead too ſtrongly, 
To be withſtood : My Clouds are gathering too, 
In kindly Mixture with his royal Show r. 
DxxpEx' Don Sebaſtian. 


O Sir! what have you done? You've burſt the Heart 
Of your old Gaſber, with this Flood of Greatneſs ! 


And ſee it guſhes from my aged Eyes ! 
Lee's Maſſacre of Paris, 


Down her Cheeks flow'd the round Drops : 
And as we ſee the Sun ſhine thro' a Show'r, 
So look'd her beauteous Eyes, 


Caſting forth Light and Tears together! 
| Lansbown's Heroic Love. 


But theſe are Tears of Joy ! To ſee you thus, has fill'd 


My Eyes with more Delight than they can hold 


ConcREvVvE's Mourning Bride. 


By Day ſhe ſeeks ſome-melancholy Shade, 


To hide her Sorrows from the prying, World : 
At Night ſhe watches all the long, long Hours, 


And liftens to the Winds, and beating Rains, 
With Sighs as loud, and Tears that fall as faſt ! 
| RowE's Fair Penitent. 


Had her Eyes been fed from that rich Stream 


Which warms her Heart, and numbred * 
For e'ery falling Tear a Drop of Blood, 


It had not been too much id. 

So Silver Thetis, on the Phrygian Shore, 

Wept for her Son, fore-knowing of his Fate 

The Sea-Nymphs fat around, and join'd their Tears, 

While from his loweſt Deep, old Father Ocean, 

Was heard to groan, in Pity of their Pain! 
RO WE Uly/es. 

Why 
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Why thou art wet with weeping, as the Earth, 
When Tak Jove deſcends into gentle Show'rs, 
To cauſe Increaſe, and bleſs the infant Year ! 

When every ſpiry Graſs, and painted Flow'r, 
Is hang we 8 mw * heav'nly Rain. 
Rowx's Ulyts. 


Thou weep'ſt, O flop, that Shower of falling Sor- 
rows, 
Which melts me to the Sofineſs of a Woman, 
And ſhakes my beſt Reſolves. TAP“ Abramult. 


The Accents die upon her charming Tongue, 
And leave her lovely overflowing Eyes, - 
To pour out the Abundance of 4 Soul! 
DzxxIs' Liberty Aferttd. 


Look bow ber mouraful Eyes move melting Pity ! 
In which the Greatneſs of her Mind appears _ 
That . to repreſs her mighty Woe! bid. 


Why bend thy Eyes to Earth ? "oY 
Wherefore theſe Looks of Heavineſs and Sorrow? 
Why 1 that Sigh, my Love, and wherefore 


That trickling Show” r of Tears, to ſtain thy Sweet⸗ 
t RO] ꝗ] Y Fane Shore. 


Oh! haſte, condudt me to the lovely Mourner ! | 

Oh! I will kiſs the pearly Drops away ; 

Suck from her roſy Lips the fragrant Sighs ; 

With other Sighs her panting Breaſts ſhall heave ; 

With other Dews her ſwimming Eyes ſhall melt; 

With other Pangs her throbbing Heart ſhall beat 

And all her Sorrows ſhall be loſt in Love! '' © 
_ © BMITH's PH and inn. | 


ee he Woman breaking in upon me, 2007 
And melt about my Heart: y Tears will flow ! 
2 Cate... 


w _ 
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* Friendſhip, my Prince, can weep, | 

As well as Love But white I weep thy 7 

Let me not' . thy Virtue funk beneath it. 
THOMPSON” s Edward and Eltonors: 


* The Eye, that will not weep another's Sorrow, 
Should boaſt no gentler Brightneſs than the Glare, 
a9 reddens in the Eye-Ball of the Wolf. 

| Mason's Elfrida. 


WELCOME... 


A general Welcome from his Grace 
Salutes you all ; This Night he dedicates | 
To fair Content and you: None here he hopes, 
In all this noble Bev 4% has brought with her 

22 Care abroad: He would have all as merry, 


firſt good any * good Wine, good te, 
Can 3 Seen 21 | 
n 's Henry VIII. 


Not Wealth to Mifers, Honour to the Brave; 
Health to the Sick, or Freedom to OY! | 
Could be more welcome. 

SEDLEY' 5 Antony and cue. 


one's as Mercy to a Man condemn'd ; ” 227755 


Welcome to me, as to a ſinking Mariner, 
The lucky Plank that bears him o the Shore. 
ee Davpzx 'r and Liz's Oedipus. 


0 happy Night! not to che wry. 
Pilgrim half ſo welcome, "=O 
When after many a toilſome bleeding Step. ** 8. 
With joy ful Looks he he ſpies his long = for „ 
Thus comes to the deſpairing Wrench the at P 
Reprieve! Tis Mercy, Mercy at the Blo 
Thus the tofs'd Seaman, ' after boiſt'rous - + 


— 


Lands on his Country's Breaſt, thus —— 
Then 


- 


en many a greedy L008 ; 


—— — = 
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Then ſhouts for Joy, and makes zi edlug; 
Th' echoing Hill, and all-the- Shores reſound. 
L's Cæſur re 


Welcome as Life, as Victory and Fame, 
As Hope to Lovers, or the tortur'd Wretch 
Ceſſation of his Pain. Hiccon! Generogy u | 


Welcome as Light bl 
To chearful Birds, or to the Lovers, Night. 
Darpzx's Tyrannic Love, : 


Welcome as after Darkneſs chearful Light, 
Or to the weary Wanderer downy Night. 
LaxsDownN's Brit geen 


Welcome as Night with ſweet refreſhing Shade, 
And balmy Dews to the faint Traveller, 
Who journies o'er a Waſte of burning Sands, 


With painful ns n FENTON's Mariamne_ 1 
Doo 


O, I could cut my Face what, bb. A Wise! ' 
Leave me, for Porcien ! O thou, dull, dull G 
Wilt thou fit down to the Refuſe of Meals ! 

A Widow ! what, the Monument of Mann 
The Tomb, Grave-Vault, the very Damp of Nos? 
For this, I hate thee more than &er I lov'd thee; - 

And from my Preſence baniſh thee for ever. 


Le Meſs . ; 
Me- Nr 
e ee 12 Dede 14 


If e'er my afs nein Nö. | 55 
Either in Suh rn or Thought, or actual Deed ; ©. 
Or that my Eyes, my Ears, or any Senſe, | 
Deli them, or any other Form, | 
Or that I do not yet, and ever did; 
And ever will, tho' he do ſhake me off 1 

| 0 
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To beggarly Divorcement, love him dearly ; 
Comfort forſwear me ! Unkindneſs may do much: 
And this Unkindneſs may defeat my Life, 

But cannot taint my Love. _SHAKESPE aR's Otbells 


150 The beſt of Women; 
Of Wives the perfecteſt! Let me ſpeak this, 
And with a Modeſty declare thy Virtues : 
Chaſter than Chryſtal on the Sqthian Cliffs, *. 
The more the proud Winds court, the more the purer: 
Sweeter in thy Obedience than a Sacrifice, 
And in thy Mind a Saint, that even yet living, 
Produceſt Miracles; and Women daily 


With crooked and lame Souls, creep to thy Goodneſs; 


Which having touch'd at, they become Examples. 
The' Fortitude of all their Sex is Fable, | 
Compar'd to thine ; and they that fill'd up Glory, 
And Admiration in the Age behind us, ) | 
Out of their celebrated Urns are ſtarted, 


To ſtake upon the Greatneſs, of thy Spirit, 


Wond'ring what new Martyr Heav'n has begot, | 
To fill the Times with Truth, and eaſe their Stories. 
W BRZAU ndr“, Double Marriage. J 


A Wife is Man's beſt Piece; who till he marries, 
Wants making up: She is the Shrine to which 
Nature doth ſend us forth on Pilgrimage; 

She was a Scion taken from that Tree, 
Into which if ſhe have no ſecond Grafting, 
The World can have no Fruit; ſhe is Man's 
Arithmetic, which teaches him'to number 
And multiply himſelf in his own Children ; 
She is the good Man's Paradiſe, and the Bad's. 
Firſt Step to Heav'n ; a Treaſure which who wants, 
Cannot be truſted to Poſterity, \ 
Nor pay his own Debts ; ſhe's a golden Sentence, 
Writ by our Maker, which the Angels may 

Bo 2m 3g cb i o NP 
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Diſcourls of, only Men know how to uſe, - 
And none but Devils violate 
JaMEs SHIRLEY's Love's cin. 


To ſo perverſe a Sex all Grace is vain; 

It gives them Courage to offend a 

For with feign'd Tears they Penitence pretend, 

Again are pardoned, and again offend : 

Fathom our. Pity, when they ſeem to grieve, 

Only to try how far we can forgive : | 

Till laun out into a Sea of Strife, | 

They ſcorn E. Pardon, and appear all Wife. 
2 — 's Aurengxebe. 


If I but hear Wife nam' d, I'm ſick that Day; 
The Sound is mortal, and frights Life away. Bid. 


Our wiſe Creator, for his Choirs divine, 
A led his Heay'n with Souls all Maſculine:  _. 
why muſt Man from Woman take his Birth? 
Why was this Sin of Nature made on Earth ? 
This fair Defect, this helpleſs Aid call'd Wife, 
The bending Crutch of a decrepid Life ? 


DzYDen's State of Innocence. 
Better with Brutes my humble Lot had gone. 
Of Reaſon void, accountable to none : Fi / 


Th' unhappieſt of Creation is a Wife ; 
Made lowelt in the higheſt Rank of Life : 
Her Fellow's Slave, to know, and not to chaſe, 


Bid. 


Curs'd with that Reaſon ſhe muſt never uſe, 


I look on Wives, as on good dull Companions 
For elder Brothers to ſleep out their Time with : _., 
All we can Hope for e Marriage Bed, 

7 br RE and what care 1 1 TY 
Who ys my Pillow for me. 


Ribs 5 Rival Ladies. 
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Then art thou true! Is ſuch a Thing in Nature, 
As a true Wife? No, Bellamira no 
Thou would'ſt be monſtrous then, een to Dada: 
For the _— Flock of common Wives would hoot 
thee, 
And drive thee like a Bird, without one Feather 
Of thy own Kind, Lee's Cefar Borgia. 


When you would give all the worldly an a 
Name, 1 
; Worſe than they have already, call em Wiſe! 
But a new married Wife's a teeming Miſchief, 
Full of herſelf: Why, what a deal of Horror 


Has that poor Wretch to come, that married Yeſter- 


day ! | OTwar's Orphan, 


What ! Hunt « Wife 
On the dull Soll! Sure a ſtanch Huſband, 


Of all Honnds, is the dulleſt. Wilt thou never, 
Never be wean'd from Caudles and Confections ? 


What Feminine Tale haſt thou been liſtening th, 
Of unair'd Shirts, Catarrhs, and Tooth-ach 


By thin ſoal'd Shoes, Orwar' 4 FRM Pr a 
We ho to find . 
That Help which Nature meant in Womans, 
To Man that ſupplemental Self vhs Lolo 
But proves a burning Cauſtic when appl tay 
And Adam ſure could with more Eaſe abide, 
The Bone when broken, than when made a Bride. 
© Concrsgve': Old Batchelor. 
0 8 Huſband ! While ſhe hang about 
._. thee, 
; With idle Blandiftigients, al plays che ſond one 
Even then her hot Imagination wanders, 
Contriving Riot, and looſe Scapes of Love's 
Ang while ſheclaſps thee cloſe, makes thee 2 Monſter. 
| Rowe's Fair Penitent. 


ke * Wife! 


vn ac #£a wn} .” __ 
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Wife * 
A Rite at beſt, of Form and doting Cuſtom 
Built on Diſtruſt and ſervile Superſtitions. 
She but, perchance, receiv him to her Arms, 2 
8 Conſtrain d, a Victim ta defigning Parents; | 
The Pledge of future Views, and growing Friend- 


"EE © 


While Pad Reſentment, more thas: real: Paſſion, | 
Or Teademeg n nenen, 0 
2121 Fact Phiblas | 


WIND. 


Seas are the Fields of Combats for the Winds 
But when they ſweep along ſome flow'ry 'Coalt; 
TIT FO MY —_ and their Rage is loft. 2 

Davy Ex's. Rival Ladies. - 


As wanton 40 the Breath of Weſtern Winds, "2b 
Whoſe ſpicy Breath thro' all theſe flow' ry lain, 
Meerut Spring 1 9796 124 


ab — 


So the Wind roars ver the wide fenceleſs Ocean, | 


And heaves the Billows ap the 8 Dee . ; "oy 4 


Alike from North, from' 8e from E 
Meſt, 


With equaliForee' the 1 — bb by Terk, 
From every Corner of the eamens Com 


+ © "Rowe? . 
Ps W 1 8 0 M. 


Wiſdom's too PRETTY" to let any find | 
Truſt in himſelf, or Pleaſure in big Ming = mh 
She takes by What ſhe gives, ber Help 801 1 
She went our OW and diſturbs our Joys. 


van eee 3 
| % n + * Ks [i 0 9 The 


— 
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The Wiſe and Active conquer Difficulties, 
By daring to attempt them : Sloth and Folly 
Shiver and ſhrink at Sight of Toil and Hazard, 
And make th' Impoſſibility they fear. 
| Row Ambitious Stepmother. 


Vain Boaſt of Wiſdom, 


That with fantaſtic Pride, like buſy Children, 
Builds Paper Towns and Houſes, which at once, 


The Hand of Chance o'erturns, or looſely _—_ 
id. 


* Wiſdom's ſelf 
Oft ſeeks fo ſweet retired Solitude ; 
Where, with her beſt Nurſe, legion, 
She plumes her Feathers, and lets grow her Wings, 
That in the various Buſtle of Reſort 


Were all too ruffled, and ſometimes impair d. 
MIL TOx' Comus. 


* Where, tell me where b is Wiſdom to be found? 
Prieſts barter it for Gold; — the Politician 


Miſtakes his N crafty Guile for Wiſdom, 
| Cn. Jonxson' Medea. 


7 Perhaps there is in Wiſdom, gentle Wiſdom, + 
That knows our Frailties, therefore can forgive, 
Some healing Comfort, for a guilty Mind, 

Some Power to charm it into Peace again, 


And bid it ſmile anew with right Affections. 
THOMPSON's Agamemaen. 


WISHES. 


So blind we are, our Wiſhes are ſo vain, 


That what we moſt defire, proves moſt our Pain. 
* Darpkx' s Marriage A-la-mode. 


For Wiſhes often are extrava 
They are not bounded with Things po e. 
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Deſire's the vaſt Extent of human Mind, & FI 
It mounts above, and nw Des Hope behind. Na 
RYDEN' 7 Aurengeebe. | 
Multiplyin Wiſhes is a Carla... bag & 


That keeps the Mind perpſnally awake. 
Daro x', Secret Love, | 
WITCH, e 


She was a Witch, and one ſo tron 2 0 0 7 
She would controul the Moon, make bbs and Flows, 
And deal in her Command: without her Pow'r. . 


ARAETSPEAD: 5 ns | 


272 
„ 
444. 4 


What are theſe 4 
So wither'd, and ſo wild in their Attire n 
They look not like the Inhabitants o'th* Eartl, 
And yet are on it: Live you? Or are you aught, / a4 
That Man may queſtion ? You ſeem” to underſtand 
me, 

B each, at once, her choppy Fingers laying, 

* her ſkinny Lips c 

ou can look into the Seeds of Time, 


ee which Grain will grow, and which will not; 7 


1e — you, by that which you profels, 

To anſwer me: 9 12 

Tho' you untie the Winds, and let em er 

Againſt the Churches; tho” the yeſty Waves 

Confound and ſwallow N avigation up; r 

Tho' bladed Corn be lodg'd, and Trees blown 1 — 

Tho' Caſtles topple on their Warders Heads ; 

Tho' Palaces — Pyramids do ſlope 

Their Heads to their Foundation??? 

Even till Deſtruction ſicken, anfwer me. 
| SHAKESPEAR' 5 laben. 


24 


On the Corter of 6 Mita + d l 2g) A 


Hangs a vap'rous Drop profound, 


j 


In 
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II catch it e'ex it come to Ground: 
i Which diſtill'd by magic Slights, 
Shall raiſe artificial Sprites; 
Thrice the brindled Cat hath mew'd ; 
'Twice, and once the Hedge-pig whin'd ; 
Harper cries, tis Time ! ig lime! 
Round about the Cauldron go, 
In the poiſon'd Entrails throw : 
Pour in Sow's Blood, that has eat 
Her nine Farrow; Greaſe that's ſweet | 
From the Murderer's Gibbet, throw © 26:97, 98 
Into the Flame. | Ls \ 
Toad that under the cold stone, 
Days and Nights, has thirty-one; 
Swelter d Venom ſleeping got, 
Boil thou firſt i thꝰ charm e. e 1775. 
Fillet of a fenny Snake, * en. . 
In the Cauldron boil and bake : | 
Hye of "Newt, and Toe of Fr 
ool of Bat, and Tongue of 50g. U 
Adder's Fork, and -WOrm's Sang, 
Lizard's Leg, and Howlet's Wi 
For a Charm of powerful Troulde, | F 
Like e Hell "broth, boil and bubble, 15 1 
cale of Dragon, "Tooth of Wolf, . 
Witches Mummy, Maw and Gulph 


Of the ravin'd Salt-Sea Shark, 9 
Root of Hemlock digg i'th' Dark; Yao 
Liver of blaſphe 


n | 
Gall of Goats, and lie of of Y ew, 
Silver'd in the Moon's Eclple ; | 
Noſe of Turk, and Tartar's es | | 
Finger of Birth- ſtrangl'd Babe, h | pf 
Ditch-deliver'd by a Prab; an. 
' Make the Gruel Wick and lab: 
Add thereto a Dutchman's Chaudron, | 


For the Ingredients of our Cauldron: 14 | 
% "AA $2 $i een cho he Nb © Cool 
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Cool it with a Babvan's Blood, 3 7 ao 4 
in our Charm i z age. ail 2d da 
. 1 „ Machoth., 4 


ene ee 


Bot ſee. theyr's gone, - 
The Earth has Bubbles as the Waters kv,” | 
And theſe are ſome of them: They vaniſhd edu 
Into the Air, ard what ſecm'd W a 
Melted as Breath into the Wind. ia. 5 


1:3 99108 i 


She wall « Charniery = * oo. read * ; 
The Thoughts of Tome... | 
Sharnienkn's 3 


SI o d' 469 T1 


Theſe midni oht Ha Not 
By Force of — d Charifes, / 


And Conj e E to 


Call Fien e res from wning Deep, r 
a 


: 1 106 4 


And ſet | [ s'of Het! at N 
— " RO. Fant Short.” 
Ve 4 142 


———— 


Well may we Men, wen we ourſelves deceive + . .- 
Long has my;ſecrgt Soul loy'd Tei; ». 115 2 
I bis P from my Uncle Mouth, 
As if my Ears could ne'et be ſatisfy'd. 
Why then, why ſaid I not, I lov'd the Prince ; 
How could my Tongue conſpire againſt my | 
To ſay I lov'd him not? O childith Love! 
'Tis like an Infant froward in his Play, 
And what he wet deſires, he throws away. 
| SHAKESPEAR) ; Troilus and Crafſida. 


That we are moſt ſu'd to, we muſt fly moſt. g 
The Trees grow up, and mix together = #4; - 


Th Oak. of ailing Cedar » alt? 
Ver. rn theta 8 3 T 


A ſtrange dicke lieg Sen we Women ares. 75 — 


Hard Nature ! Hard Condition of poor Women! To 


| 
| | 
| 
( 


Beauty ; 
vely : 


But we are ty'd to grow alone. O Honour ! 
Thou —_— to our Lives, en, X 


He that invented thee had many Curſes, © 
047 | BraunonT's Lovers Prog 


Curv'd Vaſlalage of Womankind ! 
Furſt idohiz'd, till Love's hot Fit be o er; 
Then Slaves to thoſe who courted w before. 
| mn | 


lupe me, >, Woman! 
That what my Soul Jefires above the Wierd, 


| May ken impor'd and fored on my Aﬀegt 5 
— 


Why was I made with all my Sex's Softnefs, 

Yet want the 'to conceal its Follies ? 
Tu ſee Casale; tax hi 777 — 

Be a true Woman: Rail, proteſt my 
3 


. 


No Woman, once well pleas d, ean throughl hate. 
I SITE 5 n 
155 mighty Em pire, but it laſts not a Fe 
gave them Pride to make Mankind their Slave, 
But in Exchange, to Men I Flattery g. 05 
Th' offending over, when he lowe lies, 
Submits to conquer, and but kneel to riſe. 


Dzxypen's Anphytrion, 


Forbidding me to follow, ſho vines me: 1 
Tais is the Mould of which I made the Se,, f 


| F-gave 


_ 
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Hard Fate of Lovers, ſubject to our Laws }- 
Fools we muſt have, n 
For none but Fools will Womenkind 


If they prove ſtubborn, and reſiſt our Will, 
We exerciſe our Power, and uſe them wo | 
The paſſive Slave that whines, adores, and dies, { 


Sometimes we n 

But when we the ſelf-ſame Fate 
Fools at the beſt, but double F ook fn Lane: 

We at firſt with ill-diſſembled Scorn, TH f 


Then from our Height, more baſely mourn ; 

And Man, the inſulting — 285 

Leaves us to weep to weep for our negated | 

And hugs another 1 

And that which humbles our proud Sex the moſt, 

Of , e e e e een dag 
| e e 


The wittieſt Men are all but Woman's Tools, 
"Tis our Prer ve to make them Fools : 
For one ſweet „ the Rich, the Bean, 8 
And all Mankind, run to, be Slaves :, 
Ours is the Harveſt, which 


omen, like EE Storms awhile are * | 
Bar ek out in Thunder and i I 
=== 
is 3 d 

_ _ Rows” Fe" Ne 47 


_ How hard is the Condition of our Sex! 22 
State of Life the Slaves of Men? 7 

„ele 4 
| 


D 
— * Youth, A rigid 


— 
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A rigid Fath diQates to qur . n 
And deals Ca Pleatares 95 al canty o 


To his the Tyrant Huſband's Reign fucceeds wm 

Proud with Opinion of ſuperior Reaſon, 

He holds domeſtie Buſineſs and Devotion, 

All we are capable to know; and ſnuts us, - 

Like cloiſter d 1deats;; from che World's Acqꝗuaintante, 

And all the Joys of Freedom. Wherefore are we 

Born with high Souls, but to 1 % 9 

Shake off chis wild Obedience they exact, ; 

And — an * 2 * er the Word. 0 4 
50 as, mam 


85 Were vor ye Fairy: but cautious whom you pu 

id: you but think how ſeldom Fools. are Juſt,” 

$0 many of your Sex would not ii van 

Of broken Vows and faithleſs Men complain; 

Of all the various Wretches Love has made, 1 

How few: have been by Men of Senſe betray d'! ! 2 

of agree wc Reafnn,: Is your Power confeſs, . 
leas'd-to be happy, as you're pleas'd to bleſs, 

Ana conſcous o your Worth 2, can. OUT, love you 


leſs. a di elfi v1 e Hi. 
15 "Such is the Fate unhüp N e 39200 1 
And ſuch the Curſe intail" oli oo our” r tis da! 


That Man the lawleſs Libertine may rove, 
Free and unqueſtion'd thro' the Wiles of ben LIP 
While Woman, Senſe and Nature's eaſy Fool, 

If poor weak Woman ſwerves from V 
If irongly charm'd, ſhe leaves the th 
And in the ſofter Paths of Pleaſurt” 
Ruin enſues, Reproach and-etidleſs' _ 
And one falſe Step entirely damn het Fame. © 
In'vain with Tears the Loſs ſhe may deplore, 4 


In vaia look back to what ſhe, was before, 
She ſets like Stars, that fall to [3s by more. 


oe 10 e lg rang, 


T7 A1 4 L *. 4 


4 
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How fierce a Fiend is Paſſion 1 with what wilden 
What Tyranny untam'd it reigns in Woman!!! 
Unhappy Sex, whoſe yielding eaſy Femper” © * 

Gives Way to every Appetite alike, . * 
Each Gaſt of Inclination uncontroul'd, | 
Sweeps thro” their Souls, and ſets them in an hs : 

roar : > 
Each Motion of the Heart riſes to Fury ; 
And Love in their weak Boſoms is a Rage, 
As terrible as Hate, and as deſtructiyr¶e 
So the Winds 'roar o'er the wide ſenſeleſs Ocean, thr 
And heave the Billows of the boiling Deep; * © 
Alike from North, from South, from Eaſt and Wel, 
With equal Force the Tempeſt blows by Turns, 
From overy Corner ** the Seaman's Compaſs. 


Ro WE“ Fane Shores. 


When ot once pleads Admiſſion to our Heats : 

In ſpite of all the Virtue we can boaſt. 
The Woman that deliberates is Toft”. OO OOO. P 
© Appison'; Ca. ö 


*. Cou'd Women be, at once, in Love, and with; 
And drive the Fell-tale Softneſs from their Eyes, / | 
Th' encourag'd Tempter cou'd not, then, betray, : 
Aw'd b cold Kay” thoſe Rubs in PaſGon' WY 3: ; 7 3 
Then aft hi his Arts wou'd ſooth our Sex in vail, | 
Nor Hours of 'Bliſs be paid with Years of Pail © (A 
Hir Heng V. 


© Oh q — Hoes Cuſtom; Gee Reaſon) 
Confine to Man alone all great Deciſions ? 
Woman, more reſolute, more, bold, more_darin 
Yields not her Purpole till by Force compelt'd. 


EL, Haxwood's Frederick D. of Brgn/wit 1 6% 3 


* nnen as you Hiſt of our anhappy Sen 
Too much ſubjected to your tyrant Force; 
Yet know that all, we were not all -atleaſt, 
on: N 3 P 


* 


# 
x 
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Form'd » is for your wanton Hours. 
Our Paſſions too can ſometimes ſoar above 

The houſhold Taſk aflign'd us, can extend 
Beyond the narrow Sphere of Families, 

And take great States into th' expanded Heart, 
As well as yours, ye partial to yourſelves. 
THoOMP3ON's Sephoniſta. 


| * Excuſe 
A Woman's' Frailty : urge ſhe once has lov'd, 
Strong is the Paſſion ; and, howe'er ſuppreſs'd 
In ſmothering Ember, ſtill the Flame Putt out; 
And ſtrives to climb above our juſt Reſentment. 
Frowpe's Philgtas. 


Thy Sex Crenſa, is by Nature weak, 
Made up Lf Tenderneſs and ſoft Compaſſion, 
Unapt to combat with the Cares of Life : 
The Gods have form'd you in the Arts of Peace, 
To ſweeten and reward the Hero's Toils. 
The Warrior is the fair one's ſtrong Defence, 
Her Bulwark gainſt Adveriny and Violence. 
Cn. Jon Mad. 


* Oh, wretched Woman ! Oh defenceleſs Sex! 
Of the whole animated Race moſt helpleſs. TH 
We purchaſe Slavery with Wealth and Honours ; 
And when we take a Huſband, buy 1 
A ſtern, domeſtick Foe, morofe, u unj 
Bound by no Law himſelf ; and Jemanding 
A ſtrict Obedience from the Frail and Weak. FO 


oO Weman ! cou'dft thou now review 
As in a Mirror, 4 behold the Charms | 
8 thy Paſſions wou'd be held 
For ever in the Rein of godlike Reaſon. | Bid. 


* If what to me ſeems worthier much of Praiſe, 
An humble Nature, and a generous Will | 7 
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Er Tet 
for the Sarts of Paſſion, 

The niet Arco rave diſecadane Souls, 2 

And ſoften all the manly. Cares of Life : 

If ſach a Diſpoſition carries aught 

Of Virtue with it, then may Ariana 1 

From gentle Edmund and his Friends, perhaps, - 


In Tin deſerve Efteem. 
ns SurLEr”s 1 


Who oft "Have Gels int the firmoſt 
And melted them to Folly ; they, my Friend, 
Will I W 


Tnomrsond Cirielanes; 
* Woman's Heart 
Was never won by Tales of bleeding Love : 
*Tis by the ly Enchanter works, 
Aſſuming Frieneſhip's Name, and fits the Soul 
For ſoft Im , e're the fault ring Ton 


And guil Cheek, with many a Glance, 
Shot falke as, the ſecret Flame. 
WurtTEHEAD's Roman Father. 


"+; off The weak Sex demand e 1 

Our Pity, not our Anger; their ſoft Breaſts -/ 

Are nearer touch'd, and more expos'd to Sorrows 
Than Man's Senſe. Nor let us blame 
That Tenderneſs which ſmooths our rougher Natures, 
ANT OO EEO IE of ſocial Life.  Jbid. 


Su | vo M A N, Prarsn of _ 


Woman, they ſay, as Sides ac Þ 
Methinks tis ftrange they ſhould be fo unlike ff 
It may be all the beſt was cut away, - 25 
To make the Woman, and the naught was left 
ANTICS. 1 o : 

4 
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O Woman chat ſome one of yon would take” © | 
An everlaſting Pen into-yoot Hand. 
And grave in Paper, which the Writ ſhall make 
More laſting than the marble Monuments, 

Your matchleſs Virtues to Poſterity { 
Which the defective _ of envious Man 
Strive to concell. Brau or anne. 


ie n between young Men = An. 


Fatally 1 and have killing Eyes, 
Their Voices charm beyond the Nizhtiogale's, „ L 
They're all Enchantment, thoſe who once behold * em 
_ made their Sirees for ever. - 
| TY Davypen's Tempeſt. 


. It was not bt for * to 4 =o... 

n Equa thy Subject, is deſign 5 24. 

For ch ben Fours, and to 'anbend chy M Mind ; $5.2! 

Thy ** Soul ſhall her weak Reaſon way,” 

And thou thro' Love her Beauty ſhalt obe 

Thou ſhalt ſecure her helpleſs Sex from 2" 5 

_= ſhe wy Cares mall weeten | with her . . 
Daros State of Tnrocence. 


Man was at firſt a rude unpoliſhid Mafs, 
Till Nature fram'd that charming Creature Ten) 
All kind and ſoft, all tender and divine, * 
To mend our Faults, and mould us into ke 3: 
And by the Sweets of her refreſhing Goodnels, 


Prepare our Taſtes for never ending Joys. 
* Orwar' s Orphan. 


O Woman! lovely Woman ! Nature made you 
To temper: Man : We had been Brates, without you. 
Angels are painted fair, to look like uu 
There's 1 in you, all that we * of Heaven; 8 


\ Amazing 


"" ENGLISH 8 


— Joy, and 


Seer s Pic i Proj dl 
9 2 ters“ 2% bak 
Gries me but: Life, . Heav'r n, and give me 
Means 


To make this wond'rous-Goodneſs ſame — 
And let me then forget her if I can 
Oh ! ſhe deſerves of me much more than 1 
Can loſe ſor her The I again could venture, 
A Father and his Fortune for her Love 
You wretched Fathers, blind as Fortune all, 
Not to perceive that ſuch a Woman's Worth 
Weighs down the Portions you provide your Sons; 
What has ſhe in my Abſence undergone * | 
8 SOUTHERN” 5 Fatal Marriage. * 
iM * d Allg S. ov 
Thou! I 3 call thee ſomewliahi her Iulr :- 
But mw my Dm wards Heme for Appel- 
won; 
They eccho back the ſoverei ig Name of Woman! 
Thou Woman, therefore! ! thou lovelieſt Woman 1 
Tens * Fair Inconſlantt. 
«a: i Be VE 
In that ſoft Mould are often — 0 
Heroic, manly Souls; th illuftriqus Names 
Of Clelia and Lucrece, adorn out Annals. 
Their fair Example, and'the Reman Blood, .,. 
That warms the generous Timand#a's Heart. 
Should fire her Soul to worthy Emulation. 
FrowpDt's Full of "tpi one 


* 


* O Woman Let the Libertipe decty, 3 5 
Rail at the virtuous Love he never felt. — 
Nor wiſh'd to feel ARSE Sex. Sees 1 ra 
8 a5 greatly g00d., ah ey ae fai: 14 


$. 171 


922 
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Where rival Virtues ftrive which bri s moſt, 
the ſmalleſt Excellence they 
Where all unite ſubſtantial Bliſs to — 


And give Mankind in them, 1 above. 
Hi Havano's Scanderbry. 5 
® I have prov'd it 


That Woman, tender, amiable, and conſtant, | 
Is Virtue's beſt Reward. 
' Francus's Tagen 


WO M A N cines. 


She is a Woman, therefore may be woo'd ; 
She is a Woman, therefore muſt be won ; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be lov'd. 
What, Man ! more Water glideth — Frag 
Than wots the Miller of; —— 


1 


Of a cut Loaf to —5 9 — - 
SHAKESPBAR” s Titus Andronj cus, 
| See thyſelf, Devil 
Proper Deformity ſeems not in the Fiend | 
So id as in Woman. 
| \ SHAKBSPRAR's King e 
O Devil | Devil! 
If that the Þ could reem with Woman's Tears 
Each Drop Sails, would prove a Crocodile 
SHAKESPEAR's Othello. 


Could I find out 
The Woman's Part in me ; for there's no Motion 
That tends to Vice in Man, but I affirm 
It is the Woman's Part: Be it Lying, note it 
The Woman's: Flatt'ring hers: Deceiving hers: 
Luſt and rank 'Thooghts hers: Revenge hers: 


Ambitions, md Change of Pride, ow. 


— 
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Nicg Longings, Slanders, M ity 3. 
All Paule that may be nad, » that Hell knows, 
Why hers'ip-Part, or all : But er all; for even to p 


Vice 7 


They are not conſtant, but are changing ill 

One Vice but of a Minute old, for one 

encore ſo old as that. ee ee 
They ſhall 

muna 


A Viper trod on, or an Aſpie Hope bg 
— 1 Spanifþ . 


Women Keep me from Women ! : 
Place me before a Cannon, tis a Pleaſure : 7 f 
Stretch me a Rack, a Recreation: ; 
But Women ! Women ! O the Devil, omen” 


Curtius half ſo dangerous 
* 3 's Caflom of the Country. 


Oh?! th" axicomfortable Ways ſuch Women have |! 
Their different Speech, and Meaning: ! 0 Aſſurance 
In what they ſay or do ! Diſſemblers 
Ev'n in their Pray'rs! As if the weeping Greet / 
That flatter d Trey a- fire had been their ! | 
Lyars, as if their Mother had been made 
Otily of all the Falfhood of the Man, ruf 


Diſpos d into that Rib! 
BzauMonT's Martial Maid: 


The Plague, War, Famine, 
ay, put in Dice and Droxkennes (and thoſe, 
Tonh grant, are pretty Hel ps,) kill not ſo many, 
I mean ſo many Noble, as your Loves do, 
Rather your „ I crave. your „ Wo- 
men! B8AUMONT' | Irons Pro 


Thou = 
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| Thou! I want a Name ang 18517 
By which to ſtile thee ! All articulate [ 
That do expreſs the Miſchief of vile Woman, 
That are, or have been, or ſhall be, are weak 
To ſpeak es to the Height! 5 

BRAUM Or Double Marriage. 


There's not a Grain of Faith or Honeſty 
In all your Sex : You've Tongues like the "_ 
| And only ſpeak: us ire, to ruin; us: 
You carry Springs. within your, Eyes, and can 
Outweep the Crocodile, till our too -· much Pity - 
Betray us to your 2 Devouring. 
„ Sularkr' . Cruelty, 


1 The Fox, ; | 

Hyena, Crocodile, and all Beaſts of nn, u 4. wet 
Have been diſtill'd to make one Woman 
| . Ranpory' 5 aalen Levers — 


Women enjoy d, Like Rivers in the Sea, 
Loſe both their Taſte and Name. Suppoſe em Juno 7 
In the Purſuit, they're Clouds in the Enjoyment, .. 
WiLsoN' 5 \ Cheats. - 


Ah ! che whole Sex is naught, falſe and unkind ; 

Falſer than flatt'ring Seas, or fleeting Wind! ; 

( With panting Fears and Hopes they rack our Breaſt, 
Snatch our ſo 10 ft ys and raviſh downy Reſt ! 

Lee's Nero. 


Shun * em Maſfna, as thou wouldft thy Fate, 
As Things, which by Antipathy we hate : 
Not all the Horrors of a bloody War, 
Not Lions, Tygers, ſuch hid Fury bea: 
None ever yet deftroy'd, but ſtill the 15 9 


They are all Grief When they appear all Jo; 
Like Ligue, white they bie chey d 
LEE“ bree 15 


1 


* Nature 


the E Ww 7 


44 T8 V4 150 174 made- its!; 15 2 2 1T 


[F Nature- 
Noting but. Woman dangerow and fair: 
Ard Dar on- W 


= Traitre@d ah Ingrate ! ah faithleſs Mind! 
Ah Sex, invented firſt to damn Mankind! . Au 
Nature took care to dreſs you up in Sin, 5 
Adorn'd without, . unfiniſh'd left within) 
T One 2 your Lore direct; A 
Talk much, ne'er think _ ſtill the Wro 7 af: 
So much, Self- love your Compoſure's mix d, 5 
That Love to others ftill remains unfix*d d: 1 # 
Greatneſs and Noiſe, and Shew are your 25" if 
Yet wiſe Men love you in their own Defpight:” 
And finding in their native Wit no Eaſe, 
Are forc'd to Bu your Folly on to pleaſe. A, 
d e Ay my B. nd Dag 
: * 923 Dino "= on] IRD n 
Our Serpents,” tho' new born, are poiſonous ſtill, 
And Ra pom ſo young, have Craft; and Guile, 
; 84 ob. ae eee — * 


On Woman's 'Virwe who too much rely, 48. 7 _ 
To boundleſs Will, give boundleſs Liberty. TW 
Reſtraint you will not brook, but think it hard, 

Your Prudence is not trüſted as your Guard 1. 
7 — Indulgence 1 l eral. . 
You firſt our A OW 
Curs'd be that Hour, N . oo oy Hod, 
When, ſated with my 12 2247 oS VT 
I choſe a Partner to label fi 1331 mY Fol 
Who wants that Reaſon which het Wilt mould ſway, . 
And knows but juſt enough to diſobey.,.: Mos as. 0 
n UII fr DxvpeR', s State-of ee 


O Women ! Wamen| Wamen ! FORE? 


Have not ſuch Pow'r of . ay 
Ly 'rouss doing Han, doinf Oned vn MAN 


*Davpen's at for Love.” 
Thas 


: al The ent 


r is - A - 00 pt 
por 5 Oedipus, 


Theſe Women are ſuch cunning Purveyors, 
Mark where their have once been pleas'd ! 
The ſame Reſemblance in a Lover, 

Lies brooding in their Fancies the ſame Pleaſures, 


And urges their Remembrance to Defires. tia, 


Thou'rt Woman, a true Co ; of the firſt, 
In whom the Race of all was curs'd ; 
Your Sex by Beauty was to Heaven ally d. 
But your great Lord, the Devil, taught you Pride, 
He too an Angel, till he durſt rebel, 
And you are ſare the Stars that with him fell. 
Weep on ! a Stock of Tears, like Vows you have, 


py AR ready when you would deceive. 
04 213 ne Orwar's Don Carlos, 


” Who wu ble Eteare with Wantan's furely loſt: 
Tou were made fair on undo us ; 
| — a a we ſnatch th" alluring Bait, 


diftruſt the Poiſon that it hides, | 50 
Dr warꝰ Orphan, 
ene len Fountain of al knman Briley 
mighty hty Ills have not been done by Woman | 
— t betray d the Capitol? A Woman 

; Who loſt Mari Antony the World? A Woman! 

; Who was the Cauſe of a ten Years War, 

And laid at laſt old Troyin ? Woman! 
Deftruftive, damnable, deceitful Woman 
Woman to Man, firſt as a 
re 

1 in dey they lay, Seas 
ut oman long' d to aſtray ; | W 

en eee 00h mak 


And the fr Devil he , ſhe chang'd. Do, : 


a 


the EnGoL12n STAGE. 279 


To his Temptations lewdly ſhe inclin'sd 
Her Sou), and for an Apple damn'd Manking. 


wg 
A Woman ! If you love 1 
re 2 
3 
TOE ferment to ! A Woman is the 
ng 
F * | 


Who can deſcribe 
Women” s Hypocrifies ! Their ſubtle Wiles, / 
Betraying Smiles, feign'd Tears, Inconſtancies ? 
Their painted Outfides, and corrupted Minds ? | 
The un their Follies, and. their ns = = 
4. 


 Intolerable Vanity ! Your Sex 
ba ia ht ou're always falſe 
Or filly ! even your reſſes are not more | 
Fantaſtic than your — You think 
Of nothing twice! Opinion you have none: 0 
To Day you're nice, not ſo free; - 
Now ſmile, then frown; now ſorrowful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not ; and all you know not why : 
Virtue you affect, Inconſtancy you practiſe: 
And when your looſe Defires once get 
No coarſer at a Feaſt; 

Fool goes down. 


That Sex was firſt in Mock'ry of us made; 
They are the falſe deceitful Glaſſes, where 
We gaze, and dreſs ee nne, | 
— 3 — — a — 5 
e'll m a man quite R | 
And truſt his deareſt — 4 to bent, 
Where Fops have daily Entrance; make a Prieft, 
Forgetting 
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% 


Forgetting the Hypocriſy of 's Office, 

ae ſhew Tricks, to prove his Strength pK 

; rawn; 2 

Make a Projector quibble; an old Judge 

Put on falſe Hair, and paint. And after all, 

Tho? ſhe be known the lewdeſt of her Sex, 

* make ſome Fool or other think her honeft.. 
OTwarY's Caius Marius. 


O Woman in Perfection | 
Thou dazzling Mixture of ten thouſand Circes 
In one bright * caſt by ſome huddling God. 
LEE“. Ceſar gs 


P11 ſtay and fix my Imagination 
On all their Miſchiefs, Murders, Maſlacres, 
And Seas of Blood they've ſpilt in former Ages: 
Women no more ! And when my Heart is going, 
1 pelt wal 


Sound — that Name: The pow'rful 
ind. 128 
Beyond Circean 1 Egyptian Charms; | 
"Twill raiſe the loweſt Devils up in Swarms, 
Unhinge the Globe, and put the World in Arms ! 


Woman! that dooms us all to one ſure Grave, 
And faſter, damns, than de can ſave! _ 
: bein wf Þ n 5 


Henceforth not name a 3 
Tis Treaſon to my Ear! They are 
The Bane of Empire, and the Rot of Power ; 
The Cauſe of all our Miſchiefs, Murders, Maſlacres ! 
What Seas of Blood they ve ſpilt! in former A 7 


Woman Woman ! 
What can I call thee more ? If Devil, "were leis, 


Sure thing's a Race was never got by Lian ; 


„ 
— - ” , 
* 
. 
- 
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But Eve play d falſe, n endring with the Serpen 
Her own Pars yorls, than. his 370 
'Dzypan's 5 | Duke of Guiſe. 


an; 
_ 


Devil ! Devil l. as they're al! 0 : 
I is true. at firſt; ſhe caught the heav oy Form 3 7 
But now Ambition ſets ber on her Head : 
By Hell, I ſee the cloven Mark upon her. bit 


For ſince the Conqueſt Adam made on Eve, D i 
Thas been the Sex $ Buſineſs to deceive. | 
ary  SOUTHERN' 5 Diſappointment: 2 


5.8 T've made | 1 
A Study of the Ser, and found it frail: 731 . 
The black, the brown, the fair, the old, the young, 
Are earthly - minded. all: There's not a She, 


&s: 83 


The coldeſt Conftitution of her Sek, IR mw 
Nay, at the Altar, telling o'er her Bend, — 
But ſome one riſes on her heavenly Tho! *. 8 
That drives her down the Wind of ſtrong 1 „ 
And makes her taſte Mortality again. Vit. 2 
Their Sex is one groſs Cheat ! Their only Study 
How to deceive, betray, and ruin Man! 7.0 


They have it by Tradition, from their Mothers, meer 
Which ey. 4 each Day, and grow. pre. ax { 
-_ © quikfe 


Their Painting, Patching, all thei re .. Ait, af 
And public Affe dation, are but Tric | 


To draw fond __ into that Snare their Love! © 
* 'Or _ E 2 


The Bard who ch the Shades, ma leFuries 
And lull'd the Damn'd amidſt their Pain to 87 Ae; al 
Who Panthers could rectaim, or Beaſt more 

Could not the Rage of furious Woman\quell : _ _ 
Her wilder Heurt no Power of Sound e * 
While the e melted with his Flame — 


Au 38 >" Hens Getterous F 
213 Ve The 


— 
[PZ 
* 
- 
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- The Brave a 
rn N 

Nor factifice to ſuch a Toy as Woman, 

Their Intereſt, their Happineſs and Fume: Y 
Wich Woman always, moſt ran af 13-46 "1 
Who have the leaſt of Merit. 114 


95 What Faith can be in Woman, 
The very Fragments of the whole Creation ! 

Whoſe ſever'd Souls, like many parted | 
Reflect the Face of all Mankind at once: 
Who with their weeping Smiles and — Tears, 
Were they allow'd a Heav'n, as ſure they are not, 
Would tempt the Angels to a ſecond E 
Ls) Maſſectt Paris. 


That Man that would ſucceſsful be in Miſchief, 
" Muſt by one Meaus or other hook in Woman: 
Miſchief's their Study, Mi jet is their Trade ; . 
And ſure was for that only were made: 
For When a Woman once MG hief joins, 
Shie's Tere to gain whatever ſhe deſigns. 

PowEL's en Brother, 


; 0 Woman Woman! chou ve Seducer, 

That wick the Serpent clubb'd for our Damnation 

vine" ee and could have . 
ez 

But thou, the greater Fiend, not bein fapeBied, 

Finiſh'd what Satan but imperſe®t drew 

MovxTrord's Sacee/iful Stranger. 


| This is a 5 Woman: * | 
Her Sex is Ta 7.00 in one, . 


I all her Sex Dar Amphytrin, 


— as all your Slaves ? Sure we, ut ft, 


. 


Were meant the Maſters ! But by ſome ſtrange Turn, 
Some moſt Whirl of unfix'd Fate, 


The ſubtle — chang'd the Laws of Heav n: 
eav'n, when it made them, meant them to obey, 
Deſign'd them Slaves, who now have learn'd to ſway :; 

To them the Heroes of the Earth fall down, 
Pleas'd when they _ but _- 2 . 
To them we offer up our frequent 
move above our Heads in higher There, 
5 the Jags Ge ODE OY eirs 
Hor xis“ . 
Mankind from Adam have been Woman's Fools ; 
Women, from Eve, have been the Devil's Tools; 
Heaven might have ſpar'd one Torthent when we fell; 
Not * us Women, or not threaten d Hell. 
Laxspown's She-G 
Tho Hearts for Hearts 
Riches and Pow'r are = 9 
He makes moſt s in a Woman's 


Who proffers higheſt, not who loves her ben. 
, Lanspown's Heroic r 
So many Shapes have Women for Deceit, 

That Max's a Fool whenever we think fk. 4: 5 

| . 
Who can deſcribe 
Their AﬀeRtatiop, Pride, III Nature, Noiſe, 
Pronefſs to even foamehe Joy tha: plews'd'emt | 


So gracious is their Idol, dear Variety, 

That for another's Love they would forego 2 
An Angel 28288 1s with a Be: 00 
— & of Men they wunder, 
Till even — takes in all 
The different Nations of the 'd Earth, _ 


* 
. 


Rai / 


* * 
* * 


v. 
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* 
_ 


4 


7 
* 
1 
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* take Notice, I diſclaim thy Paradiſe, 
7 Bowers, and everlaſtin pope? N tac⸗ 
Thea haſt placed Woman _— and all thy Joys are 
tainted. RowE's Tamerlane. 


Thou haſt in Camps and fighti ag. Fields . bred, 
Unknowing in the Subtleties of Women: 

It is the conſtant Cozenage of their Sex, 

2 of the common Arts they practiſe on us, | 


we 


o ſigh and weep : Then when their Hearts beathigh 
ith Expectation of the coming Joy. 
Rows's Fair Penitent. 


Fatally fair they are, and in their Smiles 
The Graces little Loves, and young Deſires, inhabit: 
But all that gaze upon them are undone ; 
For they are falſe, luxurious in their Appetites, | 
And all the Heaven they hope for, is Variety. 
One Lover to another till ſucceeds : 
Another, and another after that: 
And the laſt Fool is welcome as the * 
Till hayi lov'd his Hour out, he gives Place, 
And ming with che n that went ri him. 

. | Ibid. 


Methought even 'now I mark'd the Starts of Guilt 
That ſhook her Soul; "tho" dammd Difimulation- 
Skreen'd her dark Thoughts, and ſet to public View 

8 ſpecious Face of Innocence and Beauty 

alſe Appearance] what is all our Sovereignty, 

Or boaſted Power, when they oppoſe their Arts * 

Still they prevail, and we are re 24 the Fools 

With ſuch ſmooth Looks, and many a entle Word, 

The firſt fair She beguil'd her eaſy Lo 

Too blind with Love, and Beauty, to beware, - a> fi A 

He fell unthinking in the fatal Snare: : . 

Nor could believe that ſuch a heavenly bees 1934 

85 . of * Den to =; 2 
Ace. g 4 % 

Miſchief 


| ie 13 
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- Miſ ief ney $ "Tra 5 
Without the Help af W N a big cid of 


Who truſts himſelf to — or — 1 5 
Should never hazard what he fears to loſe: 
For he that ventures all his Hopes like me, 
On the frail Promiſe of a Woman's Fore 
Like me & will be geceiy's, and curſe his 2 244 

| * Ouyxnxon's Crowne f One 
$1 EIn T1907} 32 


- as Joon To is he, dow worthy by Scorn,! "> | 

o leaves the ance of im 1109 

To ſuch a paltry Piece of Stuff 2. i 

A Moppet made of Prettineſs and Pride, 4 bad 

That oftner does her giddy Fancies change, n 

Than glittering 8 in the Sun change Co- 
loom. 7 29101 gad tig AHguod baA 

Was our Reaſon given 

Por ſuch a Uſe, to be thus puff 'd about, 

Like à dry Leaf, — emi a Feather, 

The Sport of every whiſtling „ 78.1 1 
It is wondrous ſtrange, A uH 1 

Sure — is ſomething more than; Wächeraft iu 


w un 


0 ne b ent ads fs 11 = 
That maſters een due wiſel. of us All. 1 b'oide9 . = 
er . Ben, Jude '} = 


Sure Nature form 4 at Wenz for our we,” 


Perverſe of ill, and obſtinate in Wrong. i] wah 
Where Law and Cuſtom give e em no retence, ty H 
Their curious Tempers and their Paſſions Arſye n ys 11 
R. weakeſt Sex to do the 235 ms v 10. O 
nd mar and ſpoil all Rief but their 
— r Pte 1 875 d Walter Wer 


Join to a dender Sbape a Syren' s Head, 
Two Eyes of Baſiliſks, a Serpent's Tongue, 
The Heart and Whining of'a Crocodile, 


# 


The Dazzling of the San; the Moon's Icondancy; 


i 


p_— — 
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To this odd Com mpound give but Hands and Feet, 
And cover all wi Skin, and fair Complexion, 
You'll make a perfet Woman. 


H. SATA“ Princeſs of Parma. 


Thus when the common Parent of thy Sex, 
Pattern of Falſhood, had betray'd her Lord, 
Had talk'd, and figh'd, and —4 him into Ruin, 
loſt his Ezer for one Taſte cf Pleaſure, 
— r 


22. Luſtre to her Eyes 
The El — Love dwek on her Tom 
AM r Tongue, 
— Mornin 1 


bluſh'd upon 
The The charming Miſchief ſooth'd th' uxorious Wretch, 
And bought his cheap Forgiveneſs with a Tear. 
Earl of Warwick. 


O Woman ! Woman ! Stain of the Creation 
Let no Philoſopher henceforth 
His Brain to find the Region of the Damn'd, 
For Woman is our Hell Not all the Plagues, 
Not all the fancy'd Tortures of the Poets | 
Combin'd in one, can equal what I feel 
Can ſuch a Soul be made in ſuch a Frame 
Much the compleateſt Workmanſhip of Heav'n ; 
Whoſe Beauty governs with unbounded Sway, 
Her Mind yet tainted with ſuch damn'd Spots ; 


he 
Grief s pearly 


Heav'n ſhines conſpicuous in her outward Form, 


But in her inward, blackeſt Hell conceal'd : 


_ Oh moſt ious of Creation's Works ! 


Oh that the Gods cou'd find ſome other Way 
To give our _— World the human Race. 
Txacr's 


* O Woman! Woman ! Woman | | 


cle ENOL ISE STAGE, 2 

Are all call'd rn F 
Th wn ya hr — he 8 

e very aer 5 
No, no, Miranda, that Nature's ſtill Take, © 
Thou art thyſelf a Proof. 
From the fr fair Deceiver down w thee, 
You! looked, and far, and e 

ou've ” e cur; 
Deena amet: L (77.5. IP 2 b 
rr enge ns like yours 

ves 

Or what Deluſions can deceive the Senſe e 
Like Women ! obſtinate in artſul Wiles ! 4 
Bred from your Infancy to-hide-your\Souls'  - 


In the m Schools of Female - fraud. 
The to the Daughter hands the Art, hi 
From Age to Age waditionally down, 


. Train of cloſe Diſlpulation; 
ae Miene Ee. | 


® Wonder not, — ge We 
b laſting — s 


Deſire the onl 
At firſt the eafy Lets made its Way, 


and funk lars ban Send Tha Ng 
Was ſhe to mionify with Sighs and Tears, 
And grieve her Youth awa She better thought. | 
Believe it ſhe is mine, — Appearance b 
At eee ＋ 
 Havano's d. 


Women ! ——— reſolute in every Whims. | 
422 in all they PA nb . 


With what a Torrent do their Paſſions drive! ! 
A Guſt will baniſh Reaſon from its Seat, 14 
e eee * 

| 1,0,  SWIRLETS'S Þ a. 
L oY | * Simple 


* 
JI 
SY + 


4 * wt 
LJ iT YE 
: 7 * 
! v3} 


88 be B EA 1 


Vac Simple Woman 97A 
_ ak in In tellect, as well as ; bo 
And judges N from the W 


That ſooths her Wishes m. 7 be 2 

* Why, wh a 275 wayward Thing: is Wo- ö 

Hl6t v 34829 2 
Wb rm iſo: looſe:of Soul; v 

* very Breath of Paſſions ſhakes their Frame, 
Aud every Fancy turns them. But her Threats 

They too are weak: and womaniſfi. n — 
Tf ſhe has aught of Woman in her Form, 

Their univerſal Vanity, their Pride. 

Their ved E. Appetites, their Senſe of Shame, 
And — nfamy;—iſhe muſt be mine. 

i e FANcis'r E 

"* It Oo 953-09 15412 1 

_— 0 LING. 2 of 07 9 zo mort 

4207 75 ier! 27 13 93 10 fit 8 b: 1819410 T2 o 

Ingo theſe Ears — — 

"Theſe credulous Ears, he pour d the ſweeteſt Words 
That Art pr Love could frame. 'F 88 9 bne/ * 


% 


4 


x by 
mew 


bo 2214 861. Bender lt. N 

n 917213 nous“ vt ao 213 amo 
ch Way,, Latina, hope you as pe, 1:2 50 

T . — ut þa4 


” 


of 0 


While your Admirers — 222 a 2606 
| And: at your Feet an E . En, 
. — „le 
To ſuffer tamely under mortal Hate? 15 
Is it bot I that do protect your Shrines ? 
Am Author of your Sacrifice and Prayer ? . Lag, 
Borc'd by whoſe Wo Commands, dhe kno * a 


' Submits to own 100 Beings and os Phytt | ; 

And muſt I feel the Torments of Neglect? 
Betray'd by Love, to be the Slave of 'Scorn ? 

But tis * poor harmleſs Deities, 

\ Sq mic * That 


— 
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That can make Yalentinian ſigh and * e 
Alas ! all Power is in Lucinas Eyes! Fry 
How ſoon could I ſhake off this heavy Earth, _n 
Which makes me little lower than. yourſelves, 41 4 
And fit in Heaven an Equal with the firſt! | 
But Love bids me purſue a nobler Aim, | 
Continue mortal, and Lucina's Slave, 
From whoſe fair Eyes, would Pity take my Nat 
And bend her Will, to ſave a: bleedin Heart 
— ſuch Blefings ſhould Pari. % 

or whi " unenvy” might in van. 

RocuesTER's Valintinian k 


You like the Sun, great Sir, are plac'd above; 
Ia low Myrtle in the humble Vale, 
May flouriſh by your diſtant Influencen‚ee 7/7 
But ſhould you bend your Glories nearer me, * 
Such fatal Favours wither me to Duſt; t: 
Or I in fooliſn Gratitude aſpire, | 
To kiſs your Feet, by whom I live and. r 
To ſuch 3 a Height I ſhould in vain aſpire, | 
Who am already rooted here below: 
Fix'd in my Maximus Breaſt I lie; _ 
Torn from that Bed, ke gather'd Flowers 1. 


* 


* - 


N 


* 
k 
— 
Ws -, 


me with ten thouſand C 
There needs no Succour to prevailing A 
Vour Beauty has ſubdu d my Heart before, - 
Such Virtue could alone enſlave me more. 
I burn Lucina like ꝝ Field of Corn 
By burning Streams-of kindled Flames Bo racy 

When North-winds drive the Torrent with a Storm: 
Thoſe Fires into my Boſom you have thrown, 


And muſt in Pity quench them in your own. | 1 
Tm fill'd with ſuch Amaze, 
So far tranſported with Defire and Love, 


My lippery Soul flies to ou while I ſpeak, Bid. | 
Vor, Ul. 2 Ok! 


_— 


Ceaſe to-gpprefs 


* 
= . E 
„ 1 a 
* -wo oi? Ne. 1 
F 
„ 4 *, 
* 


* 
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Oh ! were the World return'd to antient Chaos, 
Thy Looks would force the warring Elements 
Into a ſacred Order, and beget | 
A Harmony like this they now enjoy ! | 

DavenanT's Albovine. 


O ſpeak again! The Breath that tells you love, 
„ like the gentle Winds, chat move 
Oventhe Tops of fragtant Flowers, and bring, 
To the bleſt Senſe, their Souls upon the Ming 

| | Howard's Veſtal Virgin. 


. ... Firſt he began to look, 
And ten he figh'd, and then Ke lock- again; 
At _ he ſaid, m Eyes woutided his Heart: 
And after that, he talk'd of Flames and Fires, 
And ſuch ſtrange Words, that I believe he conjur'd. 
DZT DEN Marriage Ala. Molli. 


Oh! 'Tis moſt true, that while | 

T ſtand in View of thee, thy Eyes will wound me! 

Thy Tongue will make me wanton as thy Withes': 

And while I feel thy Hand, my want 5 --haadd 
x c LEE Alexanier. 


Theſe Praiſes breath'd from any Lips but yours, 
Lord of my Life, and Idol of my Love.. 
Would make me think with Shame, or ſcorn the Flat- 
| —_-_ 'Y CHOI: 
But as they come from you, from that lovd Mouth, 
The tender Offspring of your fond Defire : 
I take them all, . die upon the Sound 42 
To the driven Air my flying Soul is faſten'd ; 
Each Word, each Syllable you-ſpeak is mine: 
ves I am fair! a Queen, a Goddeſs ! any Thing 
That my lov'd Lord is pleas'd to have me be. 
* | | LSI Mithridates. 
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| O beauteous Maid! 
O thou, to whom. my Vows were ever paid ! 
And with ſuch modeſt, chaſte, and pure Affection, 
The coldeſt Ny mph might read them without bluſhing ! 
870 DR yDEN's and LIZE'Y Ocdipus. 


Oh! Let me kneel and ſwear, 
And on thy Hand ſeal my religious Vow : 
Straight let the Breath of Gods blow me from Earth ; 
Swept from the Book of Fame, forgotten ever, 
If I prefer thee not, O A4thenais / | 


To all the Perfan Greatneſs! _ * 
Lzs's Theodofens. 


What ſays my Fair? Drive Abena from me 
Start me not into Frenz , leſt I rail a” 
At all-Religion, and fall out with.Heav'n ! 
And what is ſhe, alas ! that ſhould ſupplant thee ? 
Were ſhe the Miſtreſs of the World, as fair 
As Winter's Stars, or Summer's ſetting Suns, 
And thou ſet by in Nature's plaineſt Dro, 
With that chaſte modeſt Look, when &rft-I. ſaw thee 
The Heireſs of- a; poor Philoſopher ; ger 73270 
I ſwear by all Twiſh, by all I love, | 
Glory, and thee, I would, not loſe a Thought, 
Nor caſt-an Eye that Way, but ruſh to thee, 
To theſe lov'd Arms, and loſe myſelf for ever! 


I know that.the deſerves a Cb W 1-112] 7 
Yet tis to Reaſon.much,”tho' not to Love. *. 
ia, 


I am unpraQtis'd in the Art of Courtſhip, , 
And know not how to deal Love out with Art: 
Onſets in Love ſeem beſt, like thoſe in War, 

Fierce, zeſolute, and on with all the Force. 
p 2 | 


4 


» 
Se 


| 
| 
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| 
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So I would open my whole Heart at once, 
And pour out th' Abundance of my Soul. 
Or war) Orphan, 


He ſigh'd his Paſſion in ſuch ſoft Complaints, 
Courted with ſuch winning Modeſty, 
Ev'n in his Silence, eloquent his Words, 
So artfully diſorder'd, as might move 
Veſtals devoted to a living Grave. 


TaTE's Lgal General. 


Thou art the Blood of Heav'n, 
The kindeſt Influence of the teeming Stars 
A God thy Father was, a Goddeſs was his Wife; 
The Wood-nymphs found thee on a Bed of Roſes, 
Lap'd in the Sweets and Beauties of the Spring ! 
Diana foſter'd thee with Nectar Dews. 
Thus tender, blooming, chaſte ſhe gave me thee, 
To build a Temple ſacred to her Name. 


Lee's Lucius Junius Brutus. 


O ſtop not here ! for ever bleſs my Ears, | 
With the delightful Story of thy Love! - 
My Heart is raviſh'd with Exceſs of Joy, ' 
Leaps in my Breaſt, 

dances to the Muſick of thy Voice ! 
SOUTHERN's Loyal Brother. 


oh! thou diſturb'ſ me with ſuch charming Plea- 


ſure, 
I love and tremble, as at Angel's View ! 
: Darpen 


Did you but know what tis to 1 like me; 
Without a Dawn of Bliſs, to dream all Day, 
To paſs the Night in broken Sleeps away 
Tod in the reſtleſs Tides of Hopes and Fears, 
With Eyes for ever running o'er with Tears: 


's Dake of Gi. 


To 
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T' invoke the Stars, to curſe the dragging Hours, 
To talk like Madmen to the Groves and Bow'rs : 
Could you know this, and blame my tortur'd Love, 
If thus it throws my Body at your Feet? 

O fly not hence ! 
Vouchſafe but juſt to view me in Deſpair : 
1 aſk not Love, but Pity from the Fair. 


Lze's Princeſs of Cleve. 


He anſwers not my Glances, * Man! 
My tender Look, my languiſhing Regards 
Are like miſaiming ws loſt in Air, 
And miſs the flying Prey! 
Perhaps he dares not thibl, I would be lov'd: 
Then muſt I make the Advance ! and making, loſe 
The vaſt Prerogative our Sex enjoys, 

Of being courted firſt ! Courted ! to what? 

To our own Wiſhes. There's the Point! But ſtill, 
To ſpeak our Wiſhes firſt, forbid it Pride!“ 

Forbid it Modeſty ! True, they forbid it, 

But Nature does not! When we are athirſt, 

Or hungry, will imperious Nature ftay ? 

Nor eat, nor drink, before tis bid fall on? 


DzxvyDen's Clements. 


To leave my Couch, and — to Beds of Flowers, g 


I would, but cannot ſpeak, 
The Shame that ſhould to Womankind belong, 
Flows from my Boſom, hovers on my bs” 
Ibid. 
I am all Love, and thou all over r Charms | 
Thou haſt no Equal ! A ſuperior Ray, 
Unrival'd as the Light that rules the Day. 


Lanspown's Britih Enchanters: 


My Care ſhall be to pay Devotion here, 
At this fair Shrine to lay my Laurels down, 
And raiſe Love's Altar on the Spoils of War, 


O 3 
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Conqueſt and Triumph now are mine no more; 
Nor will J Victory in Camps adore : 
For lingering there in long Suſpenſe ſhe ſtands, 
Shifting the Prize in unreſolving Hands: | 
Unus'd to wait, I broke thro! her Delay, 
Fix'd her by Force, and ſnatch'd the doubtful Day: 
Now late I find, that War is but her Sport, 
In Love the Goddeſs k her awful Court : 
Fickle in Fields, unſteadily ſhe flies, 
But rules with ſettl'd Sway in Zara's Eyes. 
| Concaregve's Mourning Bride. . 

Exquiſite Charmer! Now by Ore/mades, 
I . thy each ſoft Accent — my Soul ! 
The Joy of Canqueſt, and immortal Triumph, 
Honour and Greatneſs, all that fires the Hero. 
To high Exploits, and everlaſting Fame, 
Grows vile in Sight of thee! My hty Soul, 
By Nature fierce, and panting after Glory, 
Could be.content to live obſcure, with thee, 
Forgotten and unknown of all but my Ameſtriz. 

o Son of great Arſacis, tho! my Soul 
Shares in my Sex's Weakneſs, and would fly 
From Noiſe and FaQtion, and from fatal Greatneſs ; 
Yet for thy Sake, thou Idol of my Heart ! | 
For thy lov'd Sake, Spite of my boding Tears, 

I'll meet the Danger which Ambition brings, 
And tread one Path with thee ! 
5 Row 'i Ambitious Stepmother. \ 
Forbear to argue with that Angel Face, 
'- Againſt the Paſſion thou wert form'd to raiſe: 
Alas! thy frozen Heart has only known 
Love in Reverſe, not taſted of its Joys; _ 
The Withes, ſoft Deſires, and pleafing Pains, 
That centre all in moſt extatic Bliſs. | 
O lovely Maid ! miſpend no more that Treaſure 
Of Youth and Charms, which laviſh Nature gives ! 
The Paphian Goddeſs frowns at thy Delay : _ 
By her fair ſelf, and by her Son ſhe ſwears, Thy 
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er, Servi 
Now ! now ſhe ſhoots hi 8905 1 Ny my 
She urges Dell, 00 bids me ſeize thee, 
And bear thee as a Victim to her Altar; 
Then offer up ten thouſand, thouſand Joys, 
As an Amends for all thy former Coldneſs. K 
 * Rowe's Ambitions Stepmarber. . 


To every Power divine I will appeal, 

Nor ſhall thy Beauty bribe them to be partial; 

Their Altars now expect us: Come fair Saiot, : 

And if thou wilt _ their 33 — 

Their Justice decree pineſs, ws 

Reward d th RN ofefings 437 Thee ag appr 8 

For ru emlelves | ave e fete" the Power ol —— 
w £1 v9 57 


What ueens ar thoſe of moſt wo ial Form, 
Whole — 630 dl drive thy _— fro 4 Breaſt ? 
Oh! we en caſt in Nature's 
22 than Cyrthia's ſhining Train 92 — 

Kind as the ſoſteſt She that ever claſpd 
Her Lover, when — bri Night 93s paſt! 

I ſwear I could pre tex thee, O one | 

With all thy Scorn and cold 1 5 had 
Would chuſe ta languiſh, and to die for x thes, Ben 
Much e than ou bias. and} . 15 . a 


Thy Beauties are deyot 


9 O Aide! bs 1 
Why wert thou form'd ſo exquiſitely fair ? 
The Angel ſtamp'd upon that beauteous Face, 
Without a Mind proportion'd to thy Form. 
Bright as a Star IN hy. wilt thon not 
Propitious Influence to preſerve Mankind ? 
But like a Comet, with 33 _ 


Of thre e rm'd wit , 

abs Delt 17 an at he A of f King : 1 Fac 
Hiccong's Generous Conqueror. 
0 * e | Plcafur e 


pour 4 644 


* 
0 


= 
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* 
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- 
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And fix him by divine Reſemblance here ? 
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Pleaſure flows ſtreaming from thoſe lovely Eyes, 
And with its Sweetneſs overcomes my Soul ! 
Denxnis's Rinaldo and Armida, 


Why wert thou form'd with that ſurprizing Beauty 
'That might tranſport an Angel' from ! his — 7 


Bid. 


To thee my ſecret Soul more lowly bends, 
Than Forms of outward Worſhip can expreſs. 
: _ "Rows's Tamerlane, 


If it were poſſible my Heart could ſtray, 


One Look from thee would call it back again, 


And fix the Wanderer for ever thine. Bid. 
My fond Eyes gaze with Joy and Rapture on thee: 
Angels and Light itſelf are not ſo fair 514. 
Ia vain all Arts a Love-ſick Virgin tries, 7 
Affects to frown, and ſeem#Teverely wiſe, 
In Hopes to cheat the mary Lover's Eyes: 


If the dear Youth her ty ftrives to- move, 
And pleads with Tenderneſs the Cauſe of Love, 
Nature aſſerts her Empire in her Heart, 
And kindly takes the faithful Lover's Part: 

By Love, herſelf, and Nature thus betray'd, 

No more ſhe truſts in Pride's fantaſtick Aid; 

But bids her Eyes confeſs the yielding wp 

15 id. 


Oh! I will woe thee _ 
With Sighs ſo moving; with ſo warm a Tranſport, 
That thou ſhalt catch the gentle Flame from me, 

And kindle into Joy. | 


Rows's Fair Penitent. © 
Oh! I behold thee as my Pledge of Happineſs, 


And know none fair, none excellent beſide thee ! 
J till will love thee with unwearied Conſtancy ; 


4 
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Thro' every Seaſon, every Change of Life ; 
Thro' wrinkled 2 theo Sickneſs and Misfortine! 
Rows8's Fair Penitent, 


Behold where gentle Altament, 
Kind as the ſofteſt Virgin of our Sex, 
And faithful as the ſimple Village Swain, 
Sighs at your Feet, and woos you to be happy. 


Can I behold thee, and not ſpeak of Love ? 
E'en now thus ſadly as.thou ſtand'ſt before me ; 
Thus deſolate, dejected, and forlorn, 
Thy Softneſs ſteals upon my yielding Senſes, 

Till my Soul faints, and ſickens with Deſire. 
How canſt thou give this Motion to my Heart, 
And bid my Tongue be ſtill? 

Rowe's Jane Shore. 


For m_ rd — — my Crown, and 0 
The happ an humble Wife 
With has I'd climb the ſteepy /da's Summit, 
And in the ſcorching Heat, and chilly Dews, 
O'er Hills, o'er Vales, purſue the wi 24 Lion, 
98 — 2 3 of — FE, 
Of pinching Hunger impatient 
I'll find al Joys in thee. 

 SurTH's Phedra and Hyppolitas. 


n 


1 as yy | 


And Scythian Darts. and Ferie eilen Arrows 4 
Shot — this Body, her Words wound me ate. 
© "SHAKESPBAR's Titus Audronicus. 


ru ſpeak the kindeſt Wards, 


That N cer utter d, or that Heart e er thought. 
Dzrven's Indian Emperor. 
O 5 Your 


: 
% 
\ 
Ac 
* 
R 


* 


298 "The BEZAUTIES of 


Your Words are like the Notes of dying 2 
Too ſweet to laſt! Dzypen's A for Love 


How much diſtracted are your Thoughts, and fl 
Disjointed all your Words ! 


The SybiPs Leaves 1 more orderly were laid. 
Dzxvyptn's Secret Love. 


| My Ears will not be charm'd with ſounding 
Words, 


Or pompons Phraſe, the antry of Sounds ! 
* le; 's Mcurning Bride, 


Oh! I'm firuck, thy Words are Bolts of Ice, 
Which ſhot into my Breaſt, now chill and freeze me! 


I chatter, ſhake, with 8 


Teach me ſome Wee, that happy Art of Speech, 
To dreſs m wb armor ene 
Such as may 1 as Shows. her Soul, 


And never waken the tempeſtuous Paſhons ! 66.49 
. 1119-0 pede rome 


Go, tell it BY but in ſuch artful Wonls, | 
Such tender Accents, and ſuch melting Sounds, 


As may a e his Rage, and move his Pity | 
ö . — % Phiedra and Hyppolitus. 


* Your Langua in Foe of apcning Furs 
I hear the ſolemn Voice of opening, Fare; 
And ſummon'd to ſuſtain the threaten Ch 
My Spirits h 8 I Heart; 
As at the 81 hing Fight, en 
The Warriors r Ns <diftant Plain, 


* to the Sound, * form the Front of Battle. 
* 1 Edwin, 


2 Tip 


| * . * 
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* Thy Words ſweetly y Jelcanging, drop as Oil, 
The Balm of wounded Minds. 
Cn. Jounson's Madæa. 


WORLD. 


1 hold the World but as a Stage, Gratians, 


Where e'ery Man muſt play 49 7 certain Part. — 
SHAKESPEAR s Merchant of Venice. 
Fl 


At firſt the Infant, 7 
Mewling and puking in the Nurſe's Arms; W 
And then the whining School- boy, with his Satchel 
And ſhining Morning Face, creeping, like Sgail, 
Unwillingly to School; and then the Lover 
Sighing like Furnace, with a woful Ball 
Made to his Miſtrefs' Eyebroy : Thea a Soldier 
Full of ſtrange Oaths, an dearded ike a Pard, _ 
| Jealous in Wander, Tudden and quick in Garrel, 
Seeking the Bubble Re utation, 
Evp4 in i the Cannon bow: "Oo then the Juſtice, 

air * found Belly, Y, * th good apon lin'd, 
With Eyes ſevere, and Beard of Wmf Cut, 
Full of wiſe Saws, and modern Inſtances. 
And ſo he plays his Part. The Sixth A ge ſhifts, 
With the lean and fl he Pantaloon, * 
With. Spectacles 2 and Pouch on avs 
His — He Hoſe, well ſav'd, a World tov wide 
For Nis 2 Shank ; and cis hig manly Voice 
Turning again towards childiſh tre ble Pipes, k 
And whiſtles in his Sound. n 2 1 
That ends this range eventful Hiſtory. 424 
Is ſecond Childiſhneis and mere Oblivion,  .- 

Sans Teeth, {ans Eyes, ſans Taſte, ſins every Thing. 


SHaxPaPEan's A dif . 
The woll ab'rinth, her ungu 
Walk u and d . ard to tid their W Me - 
No & r ha Have we meaſi d With meh Toil 0 
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One crooked Path, in hope to gain our Freedom, 
But it betrays us to a new Affliction. 
BeaumonT's Night-Walker. 


Where ſolid Pains ſucceed our ſenſeleſs Joys, 
And ſhort-liv'd Pleaſures paſs like fleeting Dreams. 


Rochgsr EA“ Valentinian. 


Come; the tumultuous World we viſit now, 
There to ſucceſsful Vice the Virtuous bow: 
The Pious quarrel, Ignorance is loud, 


| All is amiſs in Schools, the Wiſe are proud 1 


| 


At Court they patient Modeſty deſpiſe, - 
Only the Impudent are ſure to riſe. 


Cn. DavenanT's Circe. 


Is it a Pride, alas! to pleaſe the World, 
Where honeſt Thoughts are a Reproach to Man, 
Where * look great, and groaning Virtue 
arves, 
A World of Madneſs, Falſhood and Injuſtice ? 
| H. SmiTH's Princeſs of Parma. 


©, The World's a ſtormy Sea, 
Whoſe e'ery Breath is ſtrew'd with Wrecks of 
Wretches, | | 


That daily periſh in it. 


Rows's Ambitious Stepmother. 
WORTH, 
„I prithee who is greateſt ? can you tell ? | 
Sad Tales befit my Woe ! I'll tell you one. 


«© A Salmon as ſhe ſwam into the Sea 
„Met with a Dog-fiſh, who encounters her 


„ With this rough Language: Why art thou ſo bold 


« To mix thyſelf. with our high State of Floods 
«« Being no eminent Courtier, but one, 


* That for the cine, and frebeſt Time 0' dt Yea 


* 


| — = - 
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« DPoſt live in ſhallow Rivers, Rank'f thyſelf 

Wich filly Smelts and Shrimps? and dareſt thou - 

« Paſs by our Dog-ſhip without Reverence ? 

% O, quoth the Salmon, Siſter, be at Peace; 

© Thank Jupiter, we have both paſt the Net, 

« Our Value never can be truly known, . 

« Till in the Fiſher's Baſket we be ſhewn. - 

« Tth' Market then my Price may be the high 

„Even when I am neareſt to the Cook and Fire. fe” 

So, to t Men the Moral may be ftretched : 

Men oft are valu'd high when they're moſt wretched; 
WESTERN“ Unfortunate Dutcheſs, &c. 


WOUNDS. 
Like dumb Mouths, his Wounds / 


'd their ruby Li 
OY , "ABR Julius Cæſar. 


There Duncan lay: 7 
His filver Skin lac'd with his golden Blood, 
And his gaſh'd Stabs look. like a Breach of N 
For Ruin's waſteful Entrance. 

SHAKE8PEAR” ; Macbeth. 


Moms and quench'd with Scars uni. 
rows, 
Yet could I make this wither'd Arm do Wonders 
And open in an Enemy ſuch Wounds,-© _ 
* would weep to look on. 
8 RoCcugsTER's — 


' With many'a Wound the made her Boſoin gay! 

Her e like Flood-Gates, did themſelves 
iſplay, | 

'Thro' whict Life ran in ſcarlet Streams away. 

Las Mere. 


Ther 


© 
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They 0 bare their Breaſts, 
Lac'd with bag Scars, and ſtudded o'er with 
Thruſts, 
The noble Wardrobe of the ſcarlet War. 
Lee's Mithridates. 


. pg heal ill that Men have given them- 
elves, 
Becauſe they give them deepeſt. 
Io  D&rypen's Troilus and Crefida. 


PF ve ſeen him et he has been all over Blood ; 
And hack'd with Wounds that ſeem'd to mouth his 
Praiſes, wo Lee's Theodofius. 


WR TEN. Ste Wa x x. 


f Look who comes here A Grave unto a'Soul ; 
Holding the eternal Spirit againſt her Will 
In the vile Priſon of afflicted Brea. 
1 SHAKESPEAR'S, King Nl. 


My Loſs is ſuch as cannot e 


19 be no 
e ce 5455 E ws Marriage 2 + WY 


My Soul is-piere'd/! I'm tortur'd every where! 
| Behold me as a Wretch forlorn and poor; 
Imagine every Form of Miſt | 
And when you 'veſumm'd up all, then look e 
BST . Orwar 4 "Altibiages. © 


Where, where is this moſt wretched of Mankind, 
ſtately Im imperial Sorrow? | 

wht e Story t 2 whole very Name butmention'd, 
Will cool the Rage of Fevers, and unlock 
The Hand af Luſt from the pale 


's Hair, 
And.chrow the Raviſher before 42 
Darpzx and LZI / Oadipus. 


I'm 


— 
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Butz Napier fur than me: For I have known 


the Enerren STAGE. 303 


"Tis better not to be, than be 
Tis better not to be, than to be Cas. 
A thinking Soul is Puniſhment enough ; 


But when tis great like mine, and wretched too, 


Then every T draws Blood. 
Dzypn's and Lz'; Oedipus. 


I'm too unlucky to converſe with Men ! 
I'll pack together all my Miſchiefs up, 
Gather with Care each little Remnant of 'em, 
That none of them be left behind. Thus loaded | 
Fly to ſome Deſart, and there let em looſe, 
Where they may never prey upon Mankind, 
DzrDen's Rival Ladies. 


I fear you're on a Rock will wreck your Quiet, 
And drown your on in Wretchedneſs for ever. Pd 
OTwar's Orphan. 


| Think you this Solitude l now had chos'n, 


Left Joys juſt op'ning to my Senſe, ſought here 


A Place to curſe ate in, meaſur'd out 
My Grave at len wiſh'd to have one Piece 
With this cold ay, and-all without a Cauſe :? en 


Fo live, and live a Torment to myſelf! 
What Dog would bear't, that knew but his Condi- 
tion? 
We've little Knowledge, and a ets ee 
Becauſe it eannot tell us what's-to- come. . 


What, meass all this why all chis fer to plague. 

A ſingle Wreteh ! Af e 1 
This World to Atoms, why ſo much ado * 
With me ? Think me but dead, and lay me 2 


rag n that lives on l 
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The luſcious Sweets of Plenty; e'ery Night 
Have ſlept with ſoft Content about my Head, 
And never wak'd but to a joyful Morning ; 
Yet now muſt fall, like a full Ear of Corn, 
Whoſe Bloſſom *ſcap'd, but wither'd in the Ripen- 
ing. 
: OTwaY's Venice Preſerv'd. 
_ How curs'd is my Condition! Toſs'd and juſtled 
From every Corner : Fortune's common Fool ! 
The Jeſt of Rogues, an inſtrumental Aſs 
For Villains to lay Loads of Shame upon, 
And drive about juſt for their Eaſe and 1 
16id. 


I am the Center of all Miſeries: 

What wander from me, leave their proper Courſe. 

| CROWN Darius. 
| One whom Heaven forſakes; 

One who has tir'd Misfortune with purſuing ; 

One driv'n about the World, like blaſted Leaves, 
And Chaff, the Sport of adverſe Winds; till late 
At length impriſon d in ſome Cleft of 

Or Earth, it reſts, and rots to ſilent Duſt. | 

Concreve's Mourning Bride, 


To be a , and dead, 
Were Paradiſe to ſuch a State as his : 
He holds down Life, as Children do a Potion 
With ſtrong Reluctance, and convulſive Strugglings, 
While his Misfortunes preſs him to diſgorge it. 
EE | Now Tamerlane. 
O that my Head were laid ! my ſad Eyes clos'd! 
And my cold Coarſe wound in my Shroud to Reſt ! 
My painful Heart will never ceaſe to beat, 
Will never know a Moment's Peace till then ! 
dens 


K 2 
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9 7 On the foam mona 
A miſerable Figure beck'ning _ 
Horrid and wild, with F — worn away ; 
His plaintive Voice, half by the murmuring S 
Abſorpt, juſt reach'd our Ears. In Greek he call'd, 
And ſtrong adjur'd us by the gentle Gods. 
That make the Wretched their peculiar Care, 
To bear him thence, from ſavage Solitude, 
Into the chearful Haunts of Men again. 

(TA " TwouPsoN' 5 9 
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YOUTH. 


HE TG of Life, the Bloom of wer 
ears, 
Before the tender Nerves had ſtrung his Lirabs, T 


And knotted into Strength. , 
SHAKESPEAR's Pai 53-48 


| Grief ſeldom join'd with blooming Youth is ſeen, _ 


Can Sorrow be where Knowledge ſcarce has been. 
Howard's Indian Queen. 


Fortune does well for heedleſs Youth Ns 
But Wiſdom does unlucky Age = * 


In the Heat of Vouth 


When my Blood boil'd, and Nature work'd me high ! 
LzE's Alexander. 


When youthful Grace, 
And the a Down began to ſhade his Face. 
DzvyDen's Anrengzebe. 


Then 
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Then Heat new. bends thy ſlacken'd Nerves again, 
And a ſhort Youth. runs warm in every, Vein. 
| - D&xDEN's Cangueſ Granada. 


70 erring Youth there's, ome Compaſſion due, 
But while with Rigour you | Crimes Barts. 
What's their Misfortune is a Crime in you. 
Hence learn offendin Children to fargive; 
Leave Puniſhment to Heav'n, tis Heay'n's Preroga - 
tive. — s Fatal Marriage. 


When © was a 2 in the de gay Spring of Life, 


2 and chear Th 8 22 fend e 


When all the Day was made of Melody. 
 S$oUuTHERN's Fate of Capua. 


* Youth is unbridled, blind, and void. of Fear, 


Ever determin'd deaf to Conſequence, . 


All Yours forward uon Pleaſure' Byaks ; 
Hir“ Has V. 


3 Raub is, © ever, 1 


* of 1 ae 1 ooh WY Re, |, Haina 5 
* Q 


To plead the Cauſe of Youth + their Vinwe oft, 
In Pleaſure's ſoft Enchantment lull'd a-while. 75 
Forgets itſelf; it ſleeps and gaily dreams. 

Till great Occaſions rouſe it : 1 hen All Flame 

It walks abroad, with beighten'd Ngo! and Vigaur, 


And by the Change aſtoniſhes the World 
TromPsoN's Tancred and Sigi/munda. 


2 has gay. Youth, like thine to do with 


Eyeleſs and ark, amid the gloomy Wilds : 


©f Court Intrigue, thou want the Torch of hy = 
0 
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To li ht thee, throug wok the many Cures of Power 
Or, — Obſtrufion's Fabrieks. down, before thee. 
| HilL's Merope, 


ZEAL. 


* Forgive me, pardon my miſtaken Zeal, 
That left my Country, croſs'd-the ſtormy Seas, 
To war with the brave Prince, to war with Hos: 


Now that my Paſhons give me leave to think ; 

The Hand of Heaven appears in what I ſuffer d. 

My erring Zeal has ſuſſer d by a, Zealot, ett 4:51 
Tuoursox' Zaward and Elenargs © 


* He's tutor'd to ac liſh thy Deſign ; 4 
Palmira too, who thinks thy Will is Heav'n's, 
Will nerve his Arm to execute thy Pleaſure. 

Love and Enthuſiaſm blind hex Youth ! | 
They're ſtill moſt zealous who're moſt ignorant 
M1LLER's Mahbomet. 


* To do whate'er Heav'n gives in ſacred Charge, 
Nor dare to found its fathomleſs Decrees, | 
This, and this only's meritorious Zeal. - Mid. 

* Love of my Duty, Nation, and Religion 
Inſpir'd me with N accurſed Zeal, } 

To ate an Act more black, more horrid, 
Than e er the Sun caſt Eye on, than e'er Tears 
Can cleanſe from its foul Strain, than e'er ſweet 
Mercy 
Can intercede for, or than Hell can puniſh. 
N Ibid. 
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